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CHAPTER I. 

MISS KATHEBINE BUTLER. * 

The new coiner holds the door open, and 
Moira enters the little dingy office. Be- 
hind a small counter a shabby-looking 
man is seated. He does not take any 
notice of Moira, but, standing up, and 
deferentially bowing to the elder gentle- 
man, he says— 

"Good morning, Mr. Mathieson — five 
ladies upstairs, sir." 

"All right, Joe," responds the other 
— adding, as he turns and looks critically 
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at Moira, ^< Looking for an engagement, 
miss?'^ 

^^ I have called in answer to this adver- 
tisement," she replies, reddemng furiously 
as she produces the theatrical newspaper 
from her pocket. 

^^Um, um!" He still 'gazes at her 
as though she were a lay figure. ^^ It 
was I put in that advertisement." 

Moira bows. She is not quite sure 
what to say. Her ideal of a theatrical 
manager is very different from the reality. 
Mr. Mathieson is short and stout, and 
middle-aged, with a cleanly shaven face 
of one uniform pinky hue, scanty grey 
hair, and a pair of humorous little grey 
eyes. 

** Joe," he says, addressing the shabby 
man behind the counter, " how many did 
you say were upstairs ? " 

'^ Five, Mr. Mathieson." 
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"Any of the old lot?'' 

"Yes, Mr. Mathieson, all the old lot, 
except one lady." 

"Who is she?" 

" She puts down her name as Miss 
Alexandra de Montespan; " and Joe refers 
to a book on the counter before him. 

"Holy Hamlet! " ejaculates Mr. Mathie- 
son; "such a name is enough even to 
take away a manager's breath. Why 
didn't she put down Victoria Q-uelph 
when she went about it? Eeal name 
I dare say is Muggins. I'll go up and 
look at them." 

"Is this lady to go up too, sir?" in- 
quires Joe, indicating Moira with a nod 
towards her. 

" Um, um I " Mr. Mathieson again 
looks at Moira. "Just sit down there, 
miss, and I'll see you in a few minutes ; " 
and, pointing to a chair with his stick, the 
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manager disappears up the little dark 
staircase. 

"Name, miss, if you please," says Joe, 
dipping his pen in the ink, and looking 
aflfably at Moira. 

"Katherine Butler," promptly and 
mendaciously responds Moira, again 
blushing a celestial rosy red at the 
thought of the duplicity. All the way 
from Hampstead Eoad she had been 
trying to fix on a name, and the fore- 
going was the one found most favour 
in her eyes. 

" Miss Katherine Butler," writes Joe, 
saying the name aloud as he inscribes it. 
"Business, miss?" he inquires, looking 
at her with the pen in his hand. 

"I have come to look for an engage- 
ment," she replies. 

" So I perceive, miss — ^I heard you say 
so to Mr. Mathieson ; but I mean what 
business do you do?" 
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*^I don't think I quite understand 
you," says Moira, somewhat bewildered. 
^^I came here in answer to an advertise- 
ment which I saw in this paper ; " and she 
indicates the journal in question by hold- 
ing it up for Joe's inspection. 

" Evidently never been on the boards, 
miss?" Joe speaks in a tone in which 
there is just a suspicion of commisera- 
tion. 

" No, never." Moira feels a sort of 
shame in making the confession. 

^^ They can't be expected to know what 
your particular line will be as yet. Ah, 
Miss Fitztowers," he continues, address- 
ing a frowsy-headed, much bedizened, 
active damsel, who nimbly skips down 
the dark staircase — "business with Mr. 
Mathieson been satisfactory?" 

" Satisfactory indeed ! " returns Miss 
Pitztowers, with an additional elevation 
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of her already retroussS nose, * ^ Horrid old 
screw! Won't give me what I ask, so 
shan't play in his stupid old burlesque. 
Can get my terms at the Surrey side, so 
I'U go there." 

*^I would if I were you, Miss Fitz- 
towers," responds Joe, drily. 

" Mean to," she ejaculates indignantly. 
" Would never have answered advertise- 
ment, only I thought old Mathieson would 
be glad to have me after that splendid 
notice Dandy Jephson gave me in the 
JSpoch:' 

" I didn't see it." 

And Joe, by his manner, seems decidedly 
to imply that he has his doubts concern- 
ing it. 

"Here it is," she exclaims eagerly^ 
producing from her purse a well-thxmibed 
newspaper scrap, from which she reads as 
follows : — 
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" * Miss Fitztowers, a cliarmiiig young 
actress, who is fast gaining that popu- 
larity in her profession which she de- 
serves, was a gracefol and intelligent 
Hebe. Her dancing was the poetry of 
motion; and the cellar-flap breakdown, 
which she executes in the banquet scene, 
before Jove and Juno, was given in a 
manner worthy of some of our greatest 
actresses.' 

" Now," she concludes triumphantly, 
" what do you think of that ? " 

"I don't think our greatest actresses 
ever danced ceUar-flap breakdowns," re- 
pUes Joe shortly. 

" Bah! " scornfully responds the would- 
be popular actress (?). "You mean Mrs. 
Siddons, and aU them sort of old fogies. 
Would as soon think of trying to imitate 
Mrs- Siddons as of walking down Kegent 
Street this afternoon in one of her gowns 
and bonnet." 
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8 THE WAY WOMEN LOVE. 

"Don't imitate Mrs. Siddons, Miss 
Fitztowers, don't, " pleads Joe with mock 
seriousness. " Stick to your own line, 
Miss Fitztowers." 

" Mean to. Thank you for nothing, 
Joe. Good morning." 

And with a friendly nod to the shabby 
man, and a supercilious glance at Moira, 
Miss Fitztowers leaves the Kttle office. 
Moira has, of course, been listening to 
aU this conversation, and she feels humi- 
Kated. To have to associate with under- 
bred illiterate women, like the one who 
has just left the office, would be, she 
reflects, a heavy tax to pay for any future 
theatrical celebrity she may dream of. 
She almost thinks of leaving without 
having any farther conversation with Mr. 
Mathieson, when the manager's voice is 
heard, and several girls in various stages 
of shabby finery descend the dark stair- 
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case, nod familiarly to Joe, and leave the 
place. 

*^ Joe ! " exclaims Mr. Mathieson. 

" Yes, sir," promptly replies the shabby 
man. 

**Is the young lady there?" inquires 
the manager. 

'* Yes, sir," again responds Joe. 

" Ask her to walk up, then." 

Moira, with a sickening feeling of 
depression at her heart, ascends the dark 
stairs, and is ushered into a dingy little 
room, the only spot of brightness in it 
being the cheerful fire. A dim mirror, in 
a tarnished old-fashioned frame, hangs 
over the mantelpiece, and the walls are 
plentifully decorated with play-bills and 
portraits of theatrical celebrities. 

** Now, miss, what can I do for you ? 
Sit down, my dear, sit down ! " And he 
places a chair for her beside the fire. 
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"I have come in answer to this ad- 
vertisement," reiterates Moira, who re- 
sents the famiKarity of **my dear," and 
ivho wishes she were well out of the 
place altogether. 

^^ So you told me before," he rephes, 
a httle testily. " What is your name ? " 

" Katherine Butler," she again promptly 
responds, whilst the tell-tale colour which 
mounts to her cheeks and brow does not 
escape the sharp eye of the manager. 

^' Is that your real name ? " he inquires, 
watching her narrowly. 

^' No." Moira feels as though she were 
guilty of forgery. 

"Married?" 

" No," she again answers. This time 
with a little surprise in her voice. 

" Ever been on the boards ? " 

"No." 

"I thought not," he mutters. "Deuced 
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fine-looking girl ! " — adding aloud, "Well, 
Miss Bntler, and so you want to act in 
burlesque ? " 

^* I am looking for a theatrical engage- 
ment of some kind," she replies. " I do 
not especially care for burlesque, but as 
I have had no previous e:q)erience, I 
suppose I must be content to take what 
I can get." 

" Sensible girl ! " says Mr. Mathieson, 
approvingly. "Any objection to wear 
tights?" 

"I would rather not," she exclaims 
hastily, again mounting her colours 
of distress. " Oh, no," she continues 
eagerly, " I could not do that." 

" You'll have to take that line if you 
go on the stage, then," he asserts grimly* 

"Why?" 

"Because your Irish accent wiU be 
against your ever doing anything else. 
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Pancy a JuKet or a Lady Macbeth speak- 
ing with a brogue ! " and the manager 
chuckles at what he evidently considers 
his own wit; whilst Moira sits stiU, her 
courage rapidly oozing away. 

^*You have a good stage appearance, 
my dear/' he continues, as she does not 
speak — *'a capital stage appearance, and 
I have no doubt you will do very weU in 
spectacular plays; but you musn't open 
your mouth." 

*'I am sorry to have taken up your 
time," says Moira, rising, and with a dis- 
appointed feeling about her heart. "From 
what you say, I fear there is no chance 
for me." 

" Sit down, my dear, sit down. I never 
said you had no chance. On the con- 
trary, I say you have every chance. 
Draped as a Venus or a Juno, or any 
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other of these celestial females, with the 
limelight playing on you, you would be 
a magnificent draw." As he makes this 
speech, which he considers rather com- 
plimentary than otherwise, the manager 
looks approvingly at Moira. She stands 
before him, the rich colour coming and 
going in her cheeks, her eyes flashing, 
and her form drawn up to its fullest 
height. 

** Thank you very much for your good 
opinion," she says, whilst the tears of 
angry humiliation bedew her eyes; "but 
I do not think it likely we could possibly 
come to any arrangement, therefore I 
must wish you a very good morning;" 
and, heedless of Mr. Mathieson's en- 
treaties for her to stay, she rushes down 
the dark staircase, through the office, and 
flies hastily from the place. 
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"Denced fine girl that, Joe," ejaculates 
the manager, as he again appears before 
the shabby man. 

" She is, sir," acquiesces Joe. " Have 
yon come to any arrangement, sir ? '* 

"No; she has got some nonsense in 
her head, I can see. Doesn't care for the 
spectacidar — only style liiat pays nowa- 
days ; evidently goes in for the legitimate 
drama ; refined, bnt minons to managers. 
Good morning, Joe." 

" Good morning, sir," returns Joe; and 
the manager wends his way to rehearsal, 
where, for two honrs to come, he is sup- 
posed to be an elderly Neptune, gradually 
yielding to the blandishment of a Queen 
of the Sea, in a fashionable mantle and a 
Paris bonnet. 

Moira walks along the Strand, now 
and again furtively dashing away the 



Digitized by 



Google 



MISS KATHERINE BUTLER. 15 

tears, which mil rise from her heart and 
gather in her eyes. She honestly admits 
to herself that Isabel Bland has not in 
the least exaggerated the rough usage 
she would be sure to encounter did she 
really determine upon adopting the stage 
as a profession. Her accent, too ! Moira 
had never given that a thought. Moira 
is very much disheartened; neverthe- 
less, she determines not to give up her 
cherished idea merely because of one 
rebuff. 

This girl is very impressionable ; more- 
over, she is one of those unfortunate 
persons who find it absolutely impossible 
to live without a confidant, without some 
one, whether especially sympathetic or 
not, into whose ears to pour the recital 
of her joys and sorrows. She is ashamed 
to tell Isabel Bland; privately she fears 
that little lady's sarcasms. Honor she 
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cannot confide- in ; so she has no resource 
left but to write to Stephen Ingram, 
telling him what she has done, what she 
has resolved to do, and asking his advice 
upon the matter. 



L. 
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CHAPTER IL 

" SWEET LOVE ! " 

The May-time has come again, and the 
garden at Thimble Hall is again flourish- 
ing under the combined auspices of 
Honor, Pat, and the fine weather. Pat, 
who has grown lankier, more ragged, and 
more unkempt, is seated astride on an 
upturned wheelbarrow, into which he is 
vigorously driving sundry nails, gaily 
whistling aU the time. 

" Did ye iver see th' likes o' that ! " he 

exclaims, apostrophizing an imaginary 

listener, as the head flies off his hanmier 

and he dodges in amongst the cabbage 

VOL. in. c 
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plants in search of it. "Th' divil's in 
that onld hammer, that it won't stay on 
the handle ! It's flyin' away from th'U 
ould barra, it is — an' throth, shnre it's so 
rotten that sorra resave th' nail that'll 
stay in it ! But, bedad ! " — here Pat 
cautiously commences hammering again 
with the refractory implement — "every- 
thin's goiu' fast t' rack an' ruin sence th* 
masther died, an' Miss Moira went away 
t' th' city av Lundin ! " 

At this juncture Pat's soliloquy is in- 
terrupted by an invasion of poultry, who 
make direct for the seeding beds, thereby 
provoking Pat's righteous anger. 

"Arrah! bad win' t' yez!" he exclaims, 
wrathfully, as he chases a long-legged 
Cochin- China cock. " Can't yeh see 
where yer goin', me ould cock ! Shoo ! 
there ! shoo ! Aha ! take that now ! " he 
says, flinging a piece of stick at the last- 
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named unfortunate feathered biped, as 
it makes an undignified but precipitate 
retreat through a hole in the hedge. 

"Hins is the fulishest av all th' animals 
anundher th' sun," he sententiously 
remarks as he returns to his former 
occupation of mending the wheelbarrow, 
. and gazes ruefully at the damage done by 
the recent invaders. " Tare an agers! 
but it's Miss Honor that'll be crass when 
she sees thim beds all rooted up that 
a-way. I must take the rake an' smooth 
thim over." 

Pat is as good as his word. The beds, 
in a few minutes, are reduced to their 
normal condition of bare, brown smooth- 
ness — ^whether the seeds are in their 
original position or not is a matter which 
lies between Pat and his conscience. 
Appearances are saved — and is not that 
the great point to be gained in this world? 
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"I dunno what th' mortial makes Miss 
Honor so crass this whfle hack," meditates 
Fat, as he leans on his rake and appre- 
ciatively contemplates the result of his 
labours. " She isn't a bit like what she 
used t' be. BedadI I wish it was Miss 
Moira that was here. It's she that's th' 
right soort av a young lady, that's here 
an' there an' everywhere all at wanst, an' 
scoldin' everjrwan that doesn't do her 
biddin'." 

This retrospect of Moira's attractions 
so overcomes Pat, that he again vigor- 
ously takes refage in mental labour to 
relieve his feelings ; to the latter he also 
gives vent by singing, at the top of his 
voice — 

" Oh, wanst I was a plongliboy, 
But a sodger Tm now ; 
I courted pnrfcy Sallj, 
A milkmaid I vow; 
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" I tonld her I loved her, 
Slie vowed she'd be tme, 
But, Sally, party Sally, 
Me hart's broke be you." 

And thus Kght-heaxted, careless Pat 
sings and leisurely employs himself, heed- 
less of the fatnre, living only in the 
present, without regrets, without hopes, 
without a care in the world. 

To the world-worn man or woman, to 
the thinker, with a brain vexed with 
trying to solve the problems of life, such 
an existence as Pat's is offcen a subject 
for envy. 

The sweet blue of the sky gleams 
through the fresh tender green boughs 
of the trees, looking like the blue and 
green robes of some old Druid, for whom 
the chestnut-blooms make a kingly sacer- 
dotal crown. Away in the west are the 
piled-up masses of opalescent cloud, ever. 
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like a grand transformation scene, chang- 
ing into myriad towers, and cities, and 
forests, and sweet landscapes of cloud- 
land. The world looks as beautiful and 
gay as it may have looked when God first 
placed man upon this smiling earth. The 
few white, feathery clouds which float 
across the blue expanse which stretches 
immediately above Thimble Hall are high 
up in the air, and look less like over- 
shadowing clouds than like angels bearing 
peace and blessing upon their outstretched 
wings. 

Is it so ? 

Honor sits in the little room which 
had been her father's studio. She looks 
decidedly more worn than when we last 
saw her on that evening in February, 
before Moira left home. Her face is 
thinner and paler, but there is a soulful 
look in her deep violet-grey eyes, and 
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across her low intelligent brow, which 
folly compensates for any loss of youthfdl 
roundness, or physical perfection. She 
sits with a sheet of paper on the table 
before her — ^her hands tightly clasped, 
and a rapt, but despairing expression 
upon her nervous face. Unconsciously, 
her features work, her hands nervously 
clasp and unclasp ; there is almost an 
expression of pain upon her countenance 
as she seizes the pencil, rapidly writes 
page after page, and then falls back in 
her chair, nerveless and exhausted. 

There is a knock at the door, and 
hastily concealing her papers. Honor 
says — 

" Come in." 

The new comer is Bridget, who ad- 
vances and says in a loud whisper — 

" Miss Honor, Miss Honor, alannah ! " 

** WeU, Bridget, what is it ? " 
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"The ould misthresfiK-'' (N.B.— The 
Countess di Yalignac!). 

"What about her?" inquires Honor, 
for Bridget hesitates. 

" She sint me up for t' say, Miss Honor, 
that Docthor Musgrave is in th' parlour." 

"I shall be down in a few minutes, 
Bridget." 

Honor's heart stands still as she speaks, 
and she cannot trust herself to say any 
more. 

"Is th' docthor goin' t' stay far tay. 
Miss Honor?" inquires Bridget, on hos- 
pitable and housewifely thoughts intent. 

" I really cannot say," is the reply. 
" Tell Aunt Juliana I will be down 
presently." 

"Yis, Miss Honor," and Bridget dis- 
appears. 

"Good evening, Dr. Musgrave," says 
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Honor, ten minutes later, as she enters 
the sitting-room, where sits the doctor 
in conversation with her annt. 

" Good evening, Miss O'Neill," he re- 
plies. "It is a long time since I have 
seen you." 

"I tell Dr. Musgrave that is his own 
fault," quickly interposes the countess. 
" He has never been to see us since Moira 
went away, and we two lonely women 
here, glad of any one who will charitably 
call upon us! " 

The doctor stays to tea, and in such 
like desultory conversation the time is 
whiled away. The countess bears nearly 
all the onus of entertaining the visitor, 
for Honor does not say much. They 
talk a good deal about Moira, and thus 
the evening wears away; and at length 
the doctor says — 

" Miss O'Neill, will you think me very 
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exacting if I ask you to sing something 
for me? You know how fond I am of 
music, and as I seldom go out anywhere, 
I therefore have hut few opportunities of 
hearing any." 

" I will sing for you, with pleasure," 
rephes Honor. Eising, and going to the 
piano, she sings the following plaintive 
words to a wild, weird air and accom- 
paniment : — 

" O Love ! — sweet Love ! how warm thou art ! 
Who could dream that ice lay concealed at thy heart, 
That thine eye conld grow cold, 
Thy fond clasp nnf old, 
And that thoa e'en conldst die — sweet Love P 

" O Love ! — sweet Love ! how fair thou art ! 
Who could dream of the canker concealed at thy 
heart, 

That the rapturous flush 

Was nought but a blush 

Of shame for thy weakness — sweet Love ? 

" O Love . — sweet Love ! how cruel thou art ! 
Who could dream that deceit lay concealed at thy 
heart? 
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And we smile — God ! — we smile ! 
Tho' hearts break the while ; 
For we will not betray thee — sweet Love ! 

" Love ! — sweet Love ! what a power thou art, 
That for ever thou liest concealed in my heart ! 
In ceaseless unrest, 
There, dull in my breast, 
Evermore lies thy corpse — sweet Love ! " 

There is a dead silence as Honor 
concludes the song, and Dr. Musgrave 
rises and says abruptly — 

*' Madame di Valignao, I must ask you 
to excuse me. I have a patient to see on 
my way home, and must be off at once." 
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CHAPTEE in. 

MYBA NELIGAN. 

The London season is at its zenith. 
Parliament is sitting, and everybody who 
is anybody is in town. Morning and 
afternoon the Eow and the Eide are 
crowded. The trees in the parks, and 
in Kensington Gardens, are covered with 
that peculiarly bright green verdure so 
startling to the bucolic mind, which 
has been hitherto firmly convinced that 
London vegetation must be somewhat of 
the colour of London smoke. 

The Eow is a pretty sight on a bright 
May forenoon. The fresh faces of the 
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country girls, who have induced papa to 
come to London for a few weeks during 
the season, are very pleasant to behold. 
Secondary only, are their irreproachable 
toilettes; for provincial damsels are far 
more particular to have every little detail 
of dress complete than is the Londoner. 
Country girls, in their own little pro- 
vincial circles, are the cynosures of 
neighbouring eyes, and cannot help 
fancying that such must be the case 
everywhere. How happy and compla- 
cent they look in their badly made bizarre 
dresses! They are inclined to look rather 
contemptuously upon the ultra-quiet 
costume of the London telle. The 
latter, conscious of her superiority, and 
calmly defying any one to make a better 
appearance, walks serenely past her 
country cousins, confident and super- 
cilious in the severe simplicity of her 
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attire. Every one is familiar with the 
appearance of the heavy elderly gentle- 
man on the bay cob, who waits until he 
comes to where the spectators are most 
numerous, and then sets off in a canter, 
his coat-tails flying in the air; and the 
lookers on in mortal terror, lest he may 
have a fit of apoplexy before he stops. 
Then there is the ingenue^ with the 
well-arranged drooping golden locks, who 
plucks the branches of the trees as she 
rides along, and feeds her horse with 
them. This latter is an amusing piece 
of business, and decidedly effective. ' The. 
young lady has rehearsed it for many 
months past, when away in the country, 
so that she has little fear of failure. 

Such is very much the appearance 
which Eotten Eow presents upon this 
particular bright May morning late in the 
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last week of the month. A lovely day, 
with a misty hazy blue sky overhead, 
against which the green tree-tops are 
mirrored and wave languidly in the faint 
breeze. There is the customary hum of 
conversation amongst the promenaders, 
and the roar of Piccadilly in the distance. 
Numbers of loungers lean across the rails, 
and criticise or gossip with the eques- 
trians. All of them, for the most part 
quite young men, fortified with the 
inevitable cigar and eye-glass. The 
chairs, too, are well filled; and leaning 
listlessly back in one of them, is a young 
man of about twenty-eight or thirty — a 
young man whose own mother, even in 
the wildest stretch of her partial maternal 
imagination, could never have considered 
good-looking. 

He is short and thick-set, with clumsy 
hands and feet, red hair as closely cropped 
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as if lie had recently been an inmate of 
Colney Hatch, and a cleanly shaven, 
rather florid face, with little mutton-chop 
whiskers. An expression of shrewdness 
and good temper gives a pleasant ex- 
pression to an exceptionally plain corai- 
tenance; whilst his quick little eyes, 
which seem to take in long detail of 
the living panorama before him, evince 
no ordinary amount of keen observation. 

Such is Dick Carew, the chief dramatic 
critic of the Epoch. With no particular 
object in view, he has strolled into the 
Eow this morning. An occasional passer- 
by gives him a nod, but he does not seem 
to have many acquaintances. But Dick 
Carew does not expect to see his friends 
here. His associates are not of the order 
which frequent the Eow of a May morning. 
Indeed, the few who do recognize him, 
seeniL rather astonished at his presence 
in this fashionable assembly. 
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" There's Belle Montgomery ! " he 
mutters to himself, as a lovely blonde 
canters past. She is superbly mounted, 
and rides as though she were afraid of her 
animal. '' The idea of a little chit of a 
ballet-girl like her doing the aristocrat in 
Eotten Eow. Ignorant little cockney! 
There's that muff, young Lord Weathers, 
with her— that accounts for her indiffer- 
ence lately as to whether she gets an 
engagement or not." 

Belle Montgomery passes out of sight, 
and out of Dick Carew's mind. He gazes 
indifferently upon the passers-by, and 
then suddenly sits upright with a start 
as a tall bearded man comes slowly along. 
He does not see Dick Carew, and leisurely 
pursues his way. 

'*By Jove!" says the dramatic critic to 
himself, '*I never saw such a likeness. 
But it maybe he after aU; it's seven years 
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since I saw him, and he has had time 
to grow that beard in the interval." 

And springing to his feet, Dick Carew 
sets off in pursuit of the object of his 
thoughts, whom he finds leaning over the 
paling. There is a vacant place beside 
him, and Dick Carew occupies it ; and 
presently their eyes meet. There is a 
look of recognition in both, but neither 
speaks. Belle Montgomery comes by on 
her magnificent horse. That young 
person is too astute to think of snubbing 
a dramatic critic, even though her com- 
panion may be a lord. Consequently, at 
the imminent risk of throwing the animal 
upon its haunches, she awkwardly reins it 
in, and says, in a mincing, affected, shrill 
London voice, the unmistakable voice of 
her class — 

" Good morning, Mr. Carew. Why 
aren't you riding, such a beautiful fresh 
morning ? " 
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"Because I am too poor, Miss Mont- 
gomery. An impecunious slave of the 
pen like me cannot afford the luxury of a 
ride in Eotten Eow of a morning. That 
is more in the line of a clever and rising 
favourite of the public, such as you are." 

Belle Montgomery is quite conscious 
that Dick Carew is well aware that her 
salary has never averaged more than 
fifteen shillings a week. Consequently, 
although not burdened with much brains, 
she has enough shrewdness to be fally 
aware that, in making the foregoing 
speech, Dick Carew has been speaking 
satirically. The result is, that after a few 
more commonplaces, she again canters 
off, scattering tan and consternation 
wherever she plunges. The tall, bearded 
man has heard the conversation between 
the critic and the actress. He could not 
avoid doing so. The name has struck 
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upon his ear; and turning to the little 
man at his side, he says interrogatively — 

*'Mr. Carew?" 

The voice confirms Dick Carew's sus- 
picions, and he promptly exclaims — 

"The same — ^Dick Carew. I tMnk I 
am not mistaken in supposing you to be 
Stephen Ingram ? " 

"Eight, my boy! I thought I knew 
you." 

" And I thought I knew you," responds 
little Dick, whose jolly red face is radiant 
at having met with a friend. " You 
passed as I was sitting up there, and I 
followed you to make sure. Well, well, 
well, my dear fellow, and how are you? 
I am so glad to meet you again." 

" And so am I glad to see you," asserts 
Stephen Ingram, as they heartily shake 
hands. " What are you doing with your- 
seH?" 
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"Working away at newspaper work,'* 
he replies, as they both seat themselves 
upon two neighbouring chairs. "I am 
dramatic critic of the Epochy and am 
also engaged on one or two other papers." 

Dick Carew speaks with the customary 
comprehensive vagueness of the true 
pressman. " What have you been doing 
with yourseK all this time? " he continues, 
looking at Stephen Ingram. 

"'Oh! I've been knocking about the 
world in various quarters. Let me see — 
when did I see you last ? " 

"About seven years ago," is the prompt 
reply. 

" Well, since then, I've been in Mexico, 
setting a mine there in working order. 
I have also been at the Bavarian mines, 
and am now at a beastly, out-of-the- 
way place — ^Weirford, in the south of 
Ireland." 
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*'I suppose, then, you have just come 
over for a hoHday ? '' 

*^ Partly for pleasure, partly on busi- 
ness,'' he repUes, as he Kghts a cigar. 

" I suppose you are married ? *' 

Somehow or other Dick Carew makes 
the questioning suggestion as though he 
expected an answer in the affirmative. 

"My dear boy," ejaculates Stephen 
Ingram, "don't suppose anything so 
dreadful!" 

" And what about Miss NeUgan ? " 

Dick asks the question with an eager, 
far-away look in his twinkling, but now 
grave, grey eyes, and with a perceptible 
blenching of his kind-looking, florid 
face. 

"Miss NeliganI" says Stephen In- 
gram, taking his cigar from his mouth, 
and seeming to recollect the name with 
an effort. 
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" Yes, the pretty little actress you used 
to be so mucli with — Myra Neligan." The 
name comes gUbly from Dick Carew's 
lips. 

" Oh, my good feUow, that was merely 
a flirtation — nothing more, I assure 
you. Nice little girl she was. Have 
you ever seen her since?" 

" No ; she has quite disappeared from 
the London stage. I have often looked 
for her. I never spoke to her, but she 
seemed a nice, good girl." 

" Talking of the stage," says Stephen 
Ingram, indifferently, " a girl I knew in 
Weirford has gone on the boards — ^went 
stage-mad — and come over to London to 
look for an engagement." 

"A common phase of provincial femi- 
nine idiotcy," calmly remarks Dick Carew. 
" If you were a friend of hers, you ought 
to have used all your influence to have 
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made her stay at home and mend her 
stockings." 

" So I did : used all my influence," 
replies his friend ; but he does not say in 
what direction. 

' ' Well, what has become of her ? What 
is her name ? " inquires Dick Carew. 

*' She acts under the name of Miss 
Katherine Butler." 

'^ Wait a bit," exclaims his friend 
eagerly. ^* I think I know the name." 

*' She has just got her first engagement, 
as something or other, in the new play 
coming out at the Hilarity Theatre." 

*' Of course, I know," replies Dick 
Carew heartily. '* She is one of the 
walking ladies in the new play, ' Queen 
Katherine Parr.' I went to a couple of 
the rehearsals just to have my mind made 
up about the piece before the first night, 
and I noticed her. A tall, fine-looking 
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girl, with violet eyes and reddish hair — 
is she not?" 

"Yes, that's the girl," complacently 
replies Stephen Ingram. 

"My good fellow," exclaims Dick 
Carew excitedly, "that girl is a bom 
actress. Old Blackball, the manager, is 
delighted with her. She has a couple 
of hnes to say on two or three occasions 
— ^has never been on the boards before, 
and she does them splendidly. Has no 
awkwardness, and her slight brogue is 
rather pretty than otherwise." 

" I am very glad indeed to hear such 
a good account of her," says Stephen 
Ingram, in a patronizing tone. 

" This is the first night of the new 
piece," remarks Dick Carew. " Are you 
going? — at least, I need not ask — ^for I 
scarcely think you could get a seat. 
However, if you care to come, ITl manage 
to get you in." 
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'* Thanks : I should like to see my 
young friend's first appearance. I only 
came over from Ireland yesterday, and 
have been busy ever since. I wrote to 
Miss Butler to say where I could meet 
her to-day, and she has appointed one 
o'clock, after rehearsal, at the 'Hilarity.' " 

" You must introduce me to her," says 
Dick Carew. " Tell her I am a dramatic 
critic, and she may be inclined to look 
upon me with a favourable eye." 

''All right," replies Stephen Ingram, 
looking at his watch. "But we have 
no time to lose. We had better be off 
at once to the theatre." 
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CHAPTER IV. 

"l HAVE NO OBJECTION." 

The Hilarity Theatre is shrouded in 
gloom, save on the stage, where even 
the bright light of the May forenoon 
trickles in, in a sickly state. It Kghts 
up the stage properties which are huddled 
together at the wings, and penetrates 
dimly into the general dressing-room, 
where about twenty girls are assembled. 
They are attiring themselves in their 
ordinary clothes after a dress rehearsal. 
There is a confused hum of voices, and 
an all-pervading odour of violet powder 
and scented soap. In one comer two or 
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three are assembled, and the foUowing 
conversation goes on, sotto voce — 

"It's too bad," says a sharp-featured, 
black-eyed damsel, " to think that a 
nobody, that no one ever heard of in 
the profession before, should come to 
the front like this." 

"Yes; and the idea of old Blackball 
saying to her that she was an actress 
by nature." 

" Bosh ! " contemptuously ejaculates 
another. 

"I can teU you this," interposes a 
third, who is no less a personage than 
Miss Fitztowers, " she answered Mathie- 
son's advertisement for actresses for his 
new burlesque, and, you see, he didn't 
engage, or she wouldn't be here." 

"It's a crying shame!" exclaims the 
first speaker, shaking out her long black 
greasy ringlets; "a scandalous shame I 
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This Miss Butler has got ever so many 
lines to say; and because she's a big, red- 
headed girl, showy looking — ^the sort men 
like — she wiU be sure to get a notice ; 
whilst not one of the three of us has any- 
thing to do but to walk on in the Queen's 
train, and not a word have we to say." 

*^I know Dicky Carew," says one of 
the others, " and if I see him behind 
the scenes to-night, I'U just teU him the 
whole affair, and ask him not to say any- 
thing about her." 

"More fool you!" ejaculates the damsel 
of the black ringlets. " Don't you know 
Dicky Carew is one of your good sort — 
has a conscience, or some other blessed 
nonsense. You can't get Dicky to say 
a thing when he knows it is not the case, 
and that's why every one thinks it such a 
grand thing to get a good notice from 
him." 
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^' Yes," says Miss Fitztowers, *' Dicky's 
a fool. He's as foolish and ridiculous as 
lie's ugly. Only just think what I heard 
last night ! You know Maggie Monsey 
who was playing here last year ? " 

'' Yes." 

** Well, she's been iQ ; and what do you 
think, but Dicky Carew, as soon as ever 
she was better, went off here and there, 
and has actually got her an engagement 
of three pounds a week ! Managers think 
so much of any one Dicky says a word 
for." 

"I wonder if he will say anything about 
Miss Butler?" contemplatively remarks 
she of the raven locks. 

What more might have been said upon 
the subject will never be known, for the 
call-boy at this moment puts his frowsy 
head in at the door, and exclaims, in the 
stentorian tone common to call-boys — 
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^' Eoom must be cleared, ladies." ^ 

Moira is one of the first to leave. She 
stumbles through sundry dark passages, 
and at length emerges into the lane at 
the back of the theatre, into which the 
stage entrance opens. She is dressed in 
a tastefully made black grenadine, with 
her favourite white ruffles at her throat 
and wrists. Some quiet-looking, but be- 
coming, concoction adorns her abundant 
hair; and as she walks down the lane, 
and enters the general thoroughfare, she 
looks as fine a young woman as there is 
to be seen in the city of London. 

So Stephen Ingram and Picky Carew 
each privately thinks, as they advance 
towards her, and the former says — 

''You see I am punctual. Well, and 
how are you ? " 

'' Quite well, thank you. How did you 
leave all the people at Weirford ? " 
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**A11 right. Let me introduce an old 
friend of mine, Mr. Carew." The intro- 
duction is gone through, and Dicky Carew 
looks with undisguised admiration at the 
girl's lovely flushed face ; and as he does 
so, he thinks of another May-day, seven 
years before, when he had seen, in 
company with Stephen Ingram, a woman 
whose face has haunted him all his life. 

" So you are going to play in the new 
piece. Miss Butler ? " says Dick Carew, 
as they walk down the Strand. 

" Yes ; but mine is a very unimportant 
part," she replies nervously. 

Stephen Ingram has told her that this 
is a dramatic critic, and she feels rather 
awkward. 

" Have you been long on the stage ? " 

He knows perfectly weU that this is her 
first appearance, and asks the question 
merely for the sake of politeness. 
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"This is my first engagement," she 
replies. 

"I am sure I hope you will make a 
successful d&hut^^ he says good-naturedly. 
" Eemember this, Miss Butler — IteUyou, 
as it may give you some encouragement 
— that no manager would have given you 
those few lines to say upon a first appear- 
ance, were he not sure you would eventu- 
ally be able to do better things." 

" But how do you know I have any 
lines to say ? " she inquires in some little 
surprise. 

" I went to the rehearsal a couple of 
times and hoard you. And this I promise 
you, Miss Butler: I will be at the play 
to-night, and afterwards I will give you 
my candid opinion as to how I think 
you got on — ^that is, if you would care 
for it." 

"Indeed, I should care for it," she 
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replies, eagerly ; " and shall think it very- 
kind of you." 

''Not at all. And now I must say 
good afternoon," he says, as they r^ach 
Charing Cross. ''I am nearly late for 
an appointment at Westminster." 

Moira and Stephen Ingram saunter on 
around Trafalgar Square. He is agreeably 
surprised at her appearance. Always a 
fine-looking girl, there seems to him 
now to be more of sparkle and brilliancy 
in her. He has only seen her, save 
for about one brief hour upon their 
first introduction, surrounded by death, 
poverty, and gloom, so that the natural 
buoyancy of her temperament, which now 
reasserts itself, seems to him to be the 
eflfect of her London life. 

" I must take the omnibus here," she 
says, as they come to the comer of Saint 
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Maxtin's Church. ** I am sorry I cannot 
ask you to come up to Mrs. Bland's ; but 
her little girl has got scarlatina, we fear, 
and it would not be safe. I do not go 
near her, for Mrs. Bland has shut herself 
up with the child, for fear of carrying the 
infection to any one." 

"I think you are quite right," he 
says quickly ; for he has that instinctive 
shrinking from anything infectious, so 
often a characteristic of strong vigorous 
men; "but you must not leave me so 
soon, Moira." 

There is in his tone a tenderness which 
brings the colour to the girPs cheeks as 
she replies — 

" I should be very glad, indeed, to stay 
with you some time longer, but I have 
several things to prepare for to-night." 

" I'll teU you what I'U do," he ex- 



Digitized by 



Google 



62 THE WAY WOMEN LOVE. 

claims eagerly: "111 caU and take you 
home to-night after the play is over." 

" Very well," she says, with a sKght 
hesitation. 

" Ton have no objection ? " he says, 
interrogatively, holding her hand in his 
as he asks the question ; and Moira, look- 
ing into his eyes, says, mechanically, the 
words she feels he wants her to say — 

" No, I have no objection." 
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CHAPTEE V. 

THE SCENE IS SAVED. 

Seen in the fall glare of the gaslight, 
the Hilarity Theatre is a perfect little 
gem. The creme de la crSme of West- 
End theatres, it is always the property 
pro tern, of some reigning favourite. 
Whether or not that favourite is worthy 
of the favour so lavishly bestowed upon 
her, is quite another matter. Suffice to 
say, that even the most exclusive of the 
theatre-goers never can find anything to 
object to, either in the pieces or in the 
way in which they are put upon the 
stage. It is the opinion of many that 
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this faultlessness is rather apt to degene- 
rate into tameness. Be that as it may, 
the ^^ Hilarity " holds its ground, and the 
first night of a new play there is an event 
of no small importance in the theatrical 
world. 

The stalls and boxes are full — ^full of 
the sort of people one always sees on first 
nights at a theatre. There are the critics 
and their wives and grown-up daughters. 
Hordes of pressmen of every class, a 
few actors out of engagements, enjoying 
themselves affcer the traditional manner 
of professionals, namely, by coming to 
the theatre, although any ordinary per- 
son would think they ought to be heartily 
tired of it. The house is well filled at 
an early hour, and the gay dresses and 
pretty faces of the women in the audi- 
ence make it a pretty sight. Before the 
orchestra has ceased playing, the audience 
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are all seated, and the curtain rises upon 
a gay little new farce, by a new writer. 
No one, except perhaps a conscientious 
critic, if there be such a thing, thinks of 
looking at it, although it is bright, spark- 
ling, and well put upon the stage. 

But now the great business of the 
evening commences. There is a breath- 
less anxiety before the curtain, and 
feverish anxiety behind it, where every- 
body is in everybody else's way ; where 
the scene-shifters and the stage-manag'er 
are in a state of dire confusion*; the 'only 
person who seems to preserve his equa- 
nimity amongst the prevailing disorder 
being the ubiquitous caU-boy. 

The opening of the piece is not pro- 
pitious. The first old utility man has 
a speech which gives the keynote to the 
play, failing the correct hearing of which, 
the drama must seem to the audience 
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as SO much aimless word-fencing. But, 
unfortunately, Mr. Beresford has his own 
ideas about acting, and he utterly ignores 
the author's idea, and declaims and 
gesticulates as it seems good unto him. 
Even that might pass; but, as ill-luck 
would have it, the old man is not word- 
perfect. He has had his own part, with 
the cues, copied out and given to him to 
learn, and being merely a mechanical 
actor, without his soul in his work, he 
hks not taken the trouble clearly to try 
and' comprehend what the whole play is 
about. Of his own opening speech even, 
he has but a hazy idea of the meaning 
of it. The result is, that, finding his 
memory fail, and being, from his posi- 
tion on the boards, some distance from 
the prompter, he has to invent, and pours 
fourth an absurd tirade, interspersed with 
trite quotations from Shakspeare and the 
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last play that has been at the " Hilarity." 
Critics hsten in blank amazement, and 
stare at each other in sheer astonishment. 
They are on the point of making up their 
minds that the manager must have been 
out of his senses to have accepted such 
an incoherent jumble of nonsense — ^when 
— ^the scene is saved. 

Saved by the new actress, Miss Kathe- 
rine Butler. She has been waiting at 
the wing, vainly trjring to take up her 
cue, and listening with horror to the 
speech of the old actor. Beside her 
stands Mr. Blackball, the manager, in an 
agony. In a minute he makes the quick- 
witted girl understand the situation, and, 
sends her on to say her two lines — the 
first words she has ever spoken on the 
public stage. 

She is so excited, so anxious to redeem 
Mr. Beresford's mistake, that she forgets 
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herself: she says her part well and grace- 
fully, and her magnificent appearance 
and regal presence for a moment mislead 
the pit and gallery, who fancy she is 
Queen Katherine Parr, and applaud 
accordingly, much to the chagrin of the 
star actress — Miss Beatrice Delisle — ^who 
actually personates the Queen. She 
is dark and petite^ and does not look 
to advantage beside Moira. The latter 
wears a quaint-looking black velvet dress, 
with a white, standing, stiJff lace tucker ; 
her ruddy hair is confined in a pearl- 
embroidered black velvet coif, and a 
string of large pearls encircles her waist, 
. and is loosely tied at one side. She 
looks every inch a queen; so much so, 
that even Mr. Blackball acknowledges 
that Miss Dehsle is perfectly justified in 
bringiQg him to book for allowing a maid 
of honour to divide the palm for appear- 
ance with her. 
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In the stalls, right in the front of the 
stage, sit Stephen Ingram and Dick 
Carew. The latter is in evening dress, 
and his cleanly shaven, pink, good- 
natured face is irradiated with a delighted 
smile as Moira makes her successful 
entrance, and he gives vent to his feel- 
ings in the irrepressible ejaculation, " By- 
Jove ! " — That expletive with which 
masculine humanity expresses its admi- 
ration of everything under the sun, from 
the blue-faced monkey in the Zoo to the 
belle of the season. 

" By Jove ! " is aU Stephen Ingram 
says either, and during the portion of 
the scene in which Moira is on the 
stage, he never removes his eyes from 
her. 

Dick Carew takes his friend round to 
the back of the stage, where they find 
Moira at the side-scenes, the cynosure 



Digitized by 



Google 



60 THE WAY WOMEN LOVE. 

of the wrathful and envious glances of 
a bevy of ballet-girls. Her eyes are 
sparkling and her lips are quivering, for 
she has entered into the spirit of the 
play, and her only regret is, that she 
has so little to do and to say. 

"Allow me to congratulate you, Miss 
Butler," says Dick Carew, coming over to 
where she stands. " You made a capital 
beginning under very inauspicious cir- 
cumstances." 

Miss Fitztowers, who is in the neigh- 
bourhood, nudges her companion, and 
says — 

"Listen to what Dicky Carew is saying. 
He'U give that red-headed girl a line as 
sure as you're alive ! I don't believe she 
hasn't been on the stage before, and so 
I'U teU Dicky." 

Miss Fitztowers carries her intention 
.into action a few minutes afterwards when 
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Moira walks on in the queen's train, Dicky 
Caxew langhs at her, and chaffs both her 
and her companions, but gives them no 
satisfaction of any kind, much to their 
annoyance. To add to their chagrin, 
they hear Mr. Blackball's words of com- 
mendation ; and knowing that managers, 
as a rule, are chary of giving praise, they 
lay up for and against the unsuspecting 
Moira treasures of spite, to be brought 
forth upon some future occasion. 

Stephen Ingram has not an oppor- 
tunity of saying much to Moira. Indeed, 
Mr. Blackball has politely given him to 
understand that his room would be more 
welcome than his company; therefore, 
being a wise man in his day and gene- 
ration, and anxious to concihate the 
manager for Moira's sake, he retires to 
his seat in the stalls. 

" What do you think of the piece ? " 
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Stephen Ingram asks of Dicky Carew as 
the curtain falls after the last scene, and 
they rise to leave. 

" Good writing in it," promptly 
responds Dicky, '^ but it won't take ; it's 
too classical for the public taste." 

"How do you think Miss Butler got 
on?" 

" Capitally. I'm going to keep my eye 
on that girl, she has good stuff in her ; 
she is the making of a splendid actress." 

Stephen Ingram repeats Dicky Carew's 
opinion to Moira, as they walk down the 
Strand together. The girl is flattered 
and pleased, and her excitement is such 
that she is scarcely capable of replying 
to her companion. She feels strangely 
quiet, and is grateful for the unobtrusive 
gentleness of Stephen Ingram. 

He places her in a cab, and takes his 
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seat beside her. He can scarcely believe 
that this radiant, beautiful woman is the 
grief-stricken, careworn girl whom he 
used both to admire and pity in Weirford. 
Stephen Ingram feels rather proud of 
having been, as he fondly flatters him- 
seK, the one to discover her perfections. 
She is very silent as they drive along, and 
laying his hand on hers, which lies list- 
lessly in her lap, he says — 

*^ Moira, to-morrow is Sunday. It is the 
last day I shall have in London — ^willyou 
come and spend it with m^? " 

**Tes," she replies; "but are you not 
afraid to call at the house ? The child 
has got scarlatina of the most virulent 
type." 

"Be ready for me when I call," he 
replies, "so that I may not have to wait." 

"VeryweU." 

" You will not fail me ? " he inquires, 
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almost anxiously, as he takes her hands 
in his, and looks into the lovely face, 
glimpses of which he catches every now 
and then as the gas-lamps flash into the 
cab. 

^^ No," she says, without withdrawing 
her hands ; "I shall want to hear all the 
Weirford news." 

"I have a great deal to say to you, 
Moira," he continues, unheeding her 
remark. 

At this moment the cab stops at 
Moira's lodging. For a moment Stephen 
Ingram is so overcome by the girl's 
attractiveness, that he is on the point of 
telling her that he cannot part with her 
thus coldly, when, suddenly, she looks up 
at the house and exclaims— 

**Ah! there is Kght in the sick-room. 
There is Mrs. Bland drawing aside the 
blind," she continues, as some one comes 
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to an upper window and looks down into 
the dim street. 

A sleepy-looking maid-of-all-work opens 
the door. Stephen Ingram does not cross 
the threshold, but after deciding upon 
the hour at which he is to call for her 
to-morrow, he throws himself into the cab 
and drives back to his hotel. 



VOL. TIT. 
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CHAPTEE VI, 



"exactly a yeae yesterday." 



In accordance with the arrangement of 
the previous evening, Moira is ready, 
dressed in her out-of-doors gear, to ac- 
company Stephen Ingram. She has bad 
news to teU about the child, whom the 
doctor has pronounced to be much worse. 

Moira does not go near the sick-room, 
and can therefore be of no use, otherwise 
she would not think of leaving the house. 

They decided upon spending the after- 
noon at Hampton Court, where Moira has 
never yet been. Taking the train from 
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Waterloo Station, they soon leave the 
smoke and dirt of London behind them, 
and enter the sweet fresh country, 
which Hes bathed in the glorious after- 
noon sunshine. They cannot say much 
as they are whirled along, beyond the 
most desultory conversation, for the car- 
riage has other occupants. 

Arrived at their destination, they loiter 
about the grand old rooms and gardens ; 
they saunter up and down on the soft 
green sward beneath the branching elms ; 
they visit the vine, and do their best to 
get lost in orthodox fashion in the Maze. 
Yet all this time their conversation has 
been chiefly confined to generalities. Later 
on, they dine at the pretty, old-fashioned 
Mitre Hotel, seated at the table in the 
bay window overlooking the river. They 
loiter a long time over this meal, and 
gaze upon the pretty boats darting back- 



Digitized.by 



Google 



68 THE WAY WOMEN LOVE. 

wairds and forwards from tlie banks to the 
willow-fringed aits. 

By the time they leave the hotel, and 
samiter down by the river, the sunset's 
crimson glory is beginning faintly to tinge 
the landscape. Arm-in-arm they wander 
idly on from the little knots of holiday- 
makers, and coming to a more secluded 
spot, they sit down on the river's bank. 

Moira has not been unmindful that 
Stephen Ingram has compassed her about 
this day with sweet observances. She is 
conscious that every word, and look, and 
tone of hers has been eagerly watched, 
and it is pleasant to her to know such 
is the case. Were any one to ask her 
if she were in love with this man, she 
would most emphatically deny it. At 
the same time, she cannot conceal from 
herself that she feels a certain amount 
of reliance upon Stephen Ingram, and a 
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respect for his opinion as a man of the 
world. Her success last night confirms 
her all the more in her dependence 
upon his sense and clear-headedness— two 
qualities which the silliest woman always 
respects in a man. 

** I am sorry I shall not be able to stay 
in London for a few days, and see how 
you get on/' he says, with an air of pro- 
prietorship, during a lull in the conver- 
sation. 

"You are very kind," she replies. 
Moira is strangely gentle and quiet. " I 
am Borry to hear your friend, Mr. Carew, 
does not think the play will be a success." 

" Oh 1 I don't fancy that will affect you 
much," he asserts with an air of superior 
knowledge. " Dicky Carew says he has 
no doubt but that you wiU do well on the 
stage." 

His assertive manner inspires her with 
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a certain amount of confidence in herself; 
and she flushes with pleasure and gratified 
pride. She looks very lovely as she sits 
there in the grey haze of the coming 
twilight, in that mystic time between 
day and dark, with the rich colour 
mantling upon her sweet face. She 
does not make any remark as he makes 
that last assertion, and he continues — 

" I suppose you will have become a 
* somebody' in your profession by the 
time I see you again, and will have 
forgotten all your old friends." 

"You don't think so badly of me as 
to think I could forget my friends ? " she 
says questioningly, and turning her sweet 
animated face towards him. " You surely 
were not in earnest when you said so ? " 

"I don't know that I was not," he 
replies, in a haK cynical tone, which 
seems to express the doubt he really does 
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not feel. "You mil be surrounded by 
flattery and allurements of all kinds, and 
may verify the proverb, ^ Out of sight, out 
of mind.' " 

"You hurt me when you say so," she 
says, in a low tone and with a quiver of 
her Hps : "I never forget a friend, nor a 
kindness done to me, nor," she adds, with 
some of her old customary defiance, " did 
I ever forget an enemy, or an injustice." 

Stephen Ingram laughs quietly. He 
likes to see those lovely eyes flash, and 
'the colour come and go over her sweet 
face, so he leans on his elbow, and, look- 
ing up, feasts his eyes upon her. 

"I wished to tell you particularly," 
she says, a little awkwardly, as her 
nervous fingers play with the handle of 
her sunshade, " that I do not want you 
to tell Honor anything about my going 
on the stage at present. I know she has 
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such an objection to it ; but if she finds 
I succeed, she may be inclined to look 
more leniently upon the matter." 

*' I don't see why you should mind 
your sistef," he retorts. *' You are a free 
agent. Your sister has no control over 
you.'' 

Stephen Ingram is jealous of this girl's 
recognizing any one's influence except 
his own. 

" No," she replies firmly ; " I know 
she has no legal control over me; but 
I have no one in the world but her, now 
that my dear father is gone, and I do not 
care wilfully to annoy her. If I make 
money at my profession, she shall share 
it ; and I dare say I shall be able to win 
her over." 

*^ I did not think," he remarks, with 
apparent carelessness, " that you thought 
so very much of you sister's opinion. Do 
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you think her particularly sensible and 
strong-minded?" 

He knows perfectly well tliat Moira 
does not think anything of the sort — ^that 
she has rather a contempt than otherwise 
for Honor's mental capacity. 

"I am not quite sure," she says, 
honestly and meditatively, her violet eyes 
looking dreamily at the piled-up masses 
of purple, golden-edged clouds just above 
the horizon. " You see, Honor never 
says a great deftl about herself; she is 
not like me." 

" No," interposes her companion with 
surprisingly suspicious alacrity; ^^she is 
not." 

"Not a bit," she asserts, unheeding 
the manner or the tone of the interrup- 
tion. "Honor doesn't go on talking 
about herself, and about what she feels, 
the way I do." 
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Stephen Ingram looks up suddenly into 
the sweet face which is bent down 
towards him. A rush of passionate 
admiration comes over the man's soul, 
and, seizing her hand, he says, impul- 
sively — 

"Moira, give vent to your feeHngs 
now, and talk about yourself to me, and 
telljme what you feel." 

Moira colours vividly, and her heart 
beats violently. The glamour of the 
tender eventide, and of the still sylvan 
surroundings, combined with a certain 
undefinable power which this man exerts, 
seem to cast a sort of spell over her, and 
she can neither speak nor make any 
resistance to his holding her hand in his. 

" Moira,'' he says, sitting up, and 
bending nearer to her under the cover of 
the coming friendly twilight, "I have 
thought of you very often since you have 
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left Weirford. Have you ever thought 
ofme?" 

The flush upon her sweet fece 
deepens, and her eyehds droop beneath 
his gaze. Looking at the girl, you would 
think she loves the man by her side. 
She thinks so herself, and she wonders at 
the sudden development of the feeling. 

" Have you ever thought of me, 
Moira?" he asks, finding she does not 
reply. " May I consider that your silence 
gives consent to my question ? '' 

" I have thought of all my friends," 
she responds evasively. **You have 
written to me so often, that I could not 
forget you if I would.*' 

"I hope you neither would — or, may 
I say, Moira, that I hope you could 
not ? " 

Moira makes no reply. Stephen Ingram 
takes her other hand in his, tries to look 
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into her downcast face, and says, inter- 
rogatively — 

" Moira, I think you could not forget 
me. Am I not right ? '' 

The birds, or the humming insects, 
could scarcely hear her half-whispered 
assent : but Stephen Ingram heard it, 
and, emboldened by it, he places his arm 
around her waist, and draws her near to 
him. 

"Moira," he whispers, in that soft 
cooing voice which he can so well assume, 
*^ I have missed you very much since you 
left Weirford; in fact," he continues, his 
passion causing him to warm into bril- 
liant fiction, "I could not stand it any 
longer, and felt I should come over to 
see you." , 

Moira feels gratified ; but it is scarcely 
the satisfaction of gratified love which 
she experiences; nay, rather that of 
gratified vanity. 
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"I am very glad to see you," she 
replies, 

"I want you to be more than glad! " 
he exclaims eagerly. **Moira, my 
beauty," he continues excitedly, as he 
draws her nearer to him, " I want you 
to care for me very much," 

The girl tries to disengage herself from 
him, but he holds her Ughtly but firmly 
in a grasp of iron. For an instant, she 
glances into his dark handsome face, and 
meets there such a look of suppressed 
intensity that it cows her, and she sits, 
passively enduring his embrace. 

"My beautiful Moira!" he whispers, 
bending down his head to hers; "you 
must learn to care for me, my beauty. 
You wiU be flattered and sought after 
here, both from your attractiveness and 
from your public position; but I know 
your true heart, and that if you once con- 
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fess you care for me, that none other will 
be allowed to supplant me. Say you love 
me, Moira.'' 

Moira's is a quick, passionate, ardent 
temperament, and this man's manner 
and the unusual circumstances coml^ine 
to excite her as she has never before 
been excited. She is simply incapable of 
making any resistance as Stephen Ingram 
places her head upon his shoulder, and 
kisses her pure Hps as she makes the 
admission of love for which he pleads. 

Suddenly, Stephen Ingram awakens to 
the fact that the twihght has paled and 
faded away from the face of heaven, and 
that night is drawing her sable curtains 
around. From some unaccountable reason 
his thoughts fly back to that first day 
when he had called with Dr. Musgrave at 
Thimble HaU. He is farther puzzled 
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and surprised at hearing Moira say^ 
softly — 

"Do you know that it was exactly a 
year yesterday since I first saw you ? '' 
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CHAPTEE VII. 

**I WANT YOU TO REVOKE THAT OPINION." 

Do you know that it was exactly a year 
yesterday since I first saw you ? " 

« « « 41^ 4K 

The words are simple enough; yet 
they startle Stephen Ingram, for his 
thoughts, too, had reverted to that first 
day of his introduction to the family at 
Thimble HaU, when he had stepped into 
the shadow and an unaccountable chill 
had fallen upon him. Despite the ardour 
of his feelings, and the gracious presence 
of this beautiful woman who has inspired 
them, he, for a moment, fnom some sud- 
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den impuke for which he cannot account, 
seems to regret the words which he has 
spoken to her, and puts her from his 
embrace ahnost abruptly. 

The action is not lost upon the sen- 
sitive nature of the quick, impulsive 
Moira, and she withdraws a little into 
herself, like a snail whose horns have 
been rudely touched by some mischievous 
urchin. Is it a feeling of mistrust, she 
instinctively asks herself, which suddenly 
flashes across her mind ? Be it what it 
may, she feels as though a rude blast 
suddenly swept through the summer of 
her content, 

" I did not know the date exactly," he 
replies, in answer to her last questioning 
remark, " although in one way it is quite 
as important to you as to me." 

"What do you mean?" she asks, 
rather hesitatingly, turning her face to- 

yoL. m. o 
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wards him, although she cannot see his 
countenance by the waning light. " You 
know it cannot be an anniversary as 
important to you as to me, for it was 
the day upon which I lost my dear 
father/' 

Her voice falters, as it always does 
when she speaks of the greatest sorrow 
she has yet known. Stephen Ingram 
draws her agaiu gently towards him, and 
says, softly and caressingly — 

" My darling ! you must not sorrow as 
one without hope. You will form other 
and dearer ties even than that which 
could possibly exist between father and 
daughter. There is much happiness in 
store for you. Do you remember some- 
thing' you said to me upon that first day 
I saw you?*' 

^^I don't think I do," she says, half 
sad at the remembrance of the time, and 
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half pleased to think he has recollected 
her actions and sayings. " I don't re- 
memher anything very coherently, except 
an overwhelming sense of blank desolation 
and utter misery." 

" You said I had brought ill-luck upon 
the household," he remarks. "Do you 
remember saying that ? " 

"Yes," she replies, slowly, "I recollect 
it now." 

" I want you to revoke that opinion. 
Will you not do so, Moira?" 

"Why should I?" she exclaims, sud- 
denly and coquettishly,*as she frees her- 
self from his encircling arm. " Wait for 
a Uttle while longer, until I see how you 
conduct yourself," she continues laugh- 
ingly. "No woman likes to confess 
herself a false prophet, and I am no 
exception to the general run of women, 
although the prophecy may be to my own 
hurt." 
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** Moira, you make me nnliappy when 
you speak in that manner ! " — ^he speaks 
a Kttle excitedly. " Why should you not 
revoke such unjust, hasty words, spoken 
in the delirium of your grief, unthinkingly 
and imreasoningly ? " 

^' Don't be vexed," she says, in a half- 
pleading, half-coquettish tone, the spirit 
of womanly wilfulness stiU retaining its 
sway. " I tell you I shall revoke my 
opinion when I see sufficient reason for 
me to do so." 

*'Tou have, I venture to say, had 
already sufficient excuse to do so. Just 
think, Moira," he continues : "was it not 
by my advice you came to London and 
adopted your present profession ? " 

"Yes." 

"Well, do you think you have done 
wrong in doing so ? " 

" No." 
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" Do you think of as nothing, the love 
I have ofifered to you, and which you 
have accepted, Moira ? " 

" No, no 1 " she exclaims, springing to 
her feet and eluding his emhrace. "I 
am not ungrateful, but I have odd feel- 
ings sometimes, and I must be given my 
own time to get rid of them, in my own 
way." 

During the few remaining days that 
Stephen Ingram stays in London, Moira 
sees him several times. The illness oi 
Mrs. Bland's child increases, so that he 
cannot come to the house; therefore, 
Moira is obUged to meet him out of 
doors. The National Gallery and Ken- 
sington Gardens are their favourite 
haunts. It is very pleasant for Stephen 
Ingram to have this beautiful woman for 
the companion of his walks, and more 
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especially so as she seems to have such 
a child-like faith and trast in him. She, 
on her part, feels in a curious state which 
she can scarcely analyse. It is all so 
strange. Here she is, far away from 
home, clandestinely pursuiug a profession 
looked upon as a doubtful one for a 
woman, and on lover-like terms with a 
man of whom she knows little or nothing. 
The latter circumstance flashes across 
Moira's mind very forcibly as she stands 
before her looking-glass, on this particular 
night, after her return from the theatre. 
Stephen Ingram had called at the 
" Hilarity " for her, and has left her at 
her own door, with his words of love 
ringing in her ears, and his kisses warm 
upon her lips. It must be confessed 
that Moira has hked all his loving atten- 
tion; it has flattered her pride, and she 
feels that this man is one who exercises 
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some intangible power over her. She has 
promised' to think of him, and she has 
promised to write to him. Tacitly, she 
has also promised secrecy upon all these 
points ; for although Stephen Ingram has 
not said so in so many words, yet he 
has given her clearly to understand that 
if she mentions anything whatever about 
the state of feeling between them, so 
sure as she does, he will tell Honor that 
she has gone upon the stage. 

She pauses. 

Moira is amazed at herself for having 
been led away in so inexplicable and blind- 
folded a manner. She recalls Stephen 
Ingram's words, and finds that although 
he has said a great deal, yet he has uttered 
absolutely nothing in particular which she 
can take hold of as having any especial 
meaning. Although she is quite alone, 
she crimsons vividly at her recollections ; 
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and, throwing back her hair with a proud 
impatient gesture, her eyes flashing, she 
starts up, and walks excitedly up and 
down her bed-room. He has gone away, 
leaving her with the impression that he 
loves her, and her alone ; and that his 
greatest earthly happiness will be to 
spend his life with her at some future 
time. She has a vague idea that he 
first expects her to win some distinction 
upon the stage, but nothing presents 
itself very clearly to her agitated mind. 
There is a kind of apprehension hang- 
ing over her ; for verily, let her feeling 
towards Stephen Ingram be what it may, 
it is not that perfect love which casteth 
out all fear. 

The days go by ; and as the novelty of 
her profession has not yet worn off, Moira 
finds plenty to interest her and to occupy 
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her mind out of doors ; and witliin, all is 
sorrow and gloom, for the cliild lies at the 
point of death. Yet there are times when 
Moira feels very lonely, when she longs 
for some sympathizing companion to talk 
to and to comfort her, and it is then that 
she falls back upon thoughts of Stephen 
Ingram. No other man's lips have ever 
touched hers, nor has any other man- 
save her dear, dead father — ever caressed 
her since she was a Httle child ; so that 
she has not lightly yielded herself, and 
the surrender forms an epoch in her life. 
The actual man is absent, but the ideal 
one is present ; and, in her loneliness and 
craving after sympathy, she invests the 
shadow with an interest which she has not 
felt for the substance. Unconsciously, 
her letters take a warmer tone; whilst 
his, as usual, preserve the same studied 
spirit of extreme friendly interest, and 
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nothing more. They are such letters 
as might be written by a middle-aged 
guardian to his growing girl-ward in a 
boarding-school; and they alternately 
make the girl's heart ache for one word of 
the love which he professed with his lips, 
or wound her pride by the studied avoid- 
ance of any personal affairs to which she 
may have referred. 

Verily, Moira is learning the lesson of 
woman's life : the lesson of loving, and is 
surely proving its powers for pleasure or 
pain. And as she paces up and down the 
room., and at length throws herself upon 
her sleepless bed, her wearied brain, 
which refuses to be sunk in oblivion, 
becomes dimly conscious that — 

" Life is combat, life is striving, 
Such our destiny below. 
Like a scytbed chariot driving 

Through an onward pressing foe. 
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Deepest sorrow, scorn, and trial, 
Will but teach us self-denial : 

Like the alchemists of old. 
Pass the ore through cleansing fire 
If onr spirits wonld aspire 

To be God's refined gold." 

Will this woman come forth from the 
ordeal pure as refined gold? Will she 
walk over the burning ploughshares, 
heated to a white heat by the fire of 
tribulation, and come forth a queen 
among women — a veritable " queen of 
her race? " 

Quien Sale ? 



Digitized by 



Google 



92 THE WAY WOMEN LOVE. 



CHAPTEE VIII. 

*^MR. BLACKBALL WANTS YOU." 

Notwithstanding an immense amount of 
judicious puffing, ^' Queen Katherine 
Parr " has not proved a financial success. 
Classical in construction and in language, 
it yet lacked that spectacular element so 
dear to the tastes of British playgoers. 
Mr. Blackball, the manager, was sorely 
disappointed; for this failure made the 
fourth which had befallen him during his 
three year's lesseeship of the " Hilarity." 
Mr. Blackball sits in his room at the 
theatre, discussing sardines, bread and 
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butter, and bitter ale. He is both tired 
and crotchety to-day. It has been found 
absolutely necessary to make some change 
in the bills, so " Queen Katherine Parr'* 
has been deposed, and an old and tested 
favourite of the public announced in its 
stead. All the morning he has been 
engaged at rehearsal, and has had his not 
too patient temper sorely tried by the 
caprices of Miss Beatrice Delisle, who, 
for the time being, is the reigning queen 
of the " Haarity." 

A knock at the door, and in answer 
to the manager's rather testily spoken 
"Come in," Dicky Carew presents his 
cheery ugly face. 

"Hallo, old boy!" he exclaims; "I'm 
sorry, very sorry indeed, to hear about 
* Queen Katherine.' " 

"Confound her!" ungallantly growls 
the much-disappointed manager. " I told 
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Thompson, when he brought the play to 
me to read, that* the situations were not 
striking enough. But what can you do 
with a man who is fool enough to prefer 
classical fame to ready money ! " 

"It is the fbaest thing you ever put on 
the boards," says Dicky warmly ; " it is 
most gracefully written, and " 

"Gracefully be hanged!" interrupts 
Mr. Blackball. " I've written to WilHe 
Collins to know if he can do anything 
for me. I want a play with something 
thoroughly sensational in it. A good 
poisoning scene — ^no matter whether it is 
necessary to the plot or not — ^is the thing 
that draws down the house. Either that, 
or a fascinating but improper heroine, 
who, notwithstanding her wickedness, 
enlists the sympathies of the audience. 
That is the sort of thing people like. Too 
perfect a heroine is too much of a tacit 
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reproach to the generality of people. 
They like to see the world, the flesh, and 
the devil — as they are more or less 
acquainted with all three — sensationally 
portrayed upon the stage." 

" I'm afraid you're right," replies 
Dicky, who has perched himself upon the 
arm of a sofa. " I did what I could for 
you in the Epochs 

" I know that, Dickey. By the way, 
I have heard a rumour that the ladies of 
the company are rather jealous of the 
mention you made of Miss Butler." 

^' Ha ! ha ! ha 1 " chuckles Dicky, as he 
helps himself to a bottle of ale. '^They're 
jealous, are they? Yes, I am keeping 
my eye on Miss Butler. Until last night, 
I had not seen her since the first night of 
* Queen Katherine,' and, by Jove ! I never 
saw any one who had improved so much 
in such a short time." 
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*' I am sorry I have not a place for her 
in the next piece, for she is a most 
promising actress," says Mr. Blackball. 
"I have been recommending her to go 
into the provinces for a while, but she 
does not seem to care for the idea." 

"Blackball ! " suddenly exclaims Dicky 
Carew, an expression of interest lighting 
up his face, " don't you know that Irish 
play you gave me to read a week or two 
ago?" 

"Ay," responds the manager carelessly, 
as he opens a drawer and takes therefrom 
a roll of manuscript, "here it is; the 
address of the sender — some one in 
Ireland — ^was upon the last sheet, and it 
has unfortunately been lost. Was the 
thing any good ? I haven't looked at it 
myself yet." 

"Very good," emphatically asserts 
Dicky. "A capital plot, fall of incident 
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and striking situations. I put it aside 
and said nothing about it, because I did 
nqt think you had any one in the com- 
pany competent to take the part of the 
heroine." 

" Couldn't Miss DeHsle ? " inquires the 
manager, who has been looking through, 
the play with some interest. 

"Not she," exclaims Dicky, in an 
accent savouring strongly of contempt for 
Miss Delisle's professional attainments. 
" No ; she is too small. Grace O'Malley, 
the Queen of Connaught, and the heroine 
of the drama, should be a tall, fine, fair, 
ruddy woman. Now, you want some- 
thing new for the winter season. Black- 
ball — what would you say to coaching 
up Miss Butler in the piece? She'd 
look the part to perfection, and I'm very 
much mistaken, or she'd play it to per- 
fection also." 

VOL. III. H 
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**You take a great interest in Miss 
Butler; Dicky," drily remarks Mr. Black- 
baU. 

** Yes, I do," responds Dicky, stoutly. 
*' I know something about ber friends, 
and I know sbe is a right good girl. And, 
goodness knows, ladies are few and far 
enough between in the profession, so it 
almost behoves a man to give a girl like 
Miss Butler a helping hand if possible." 

^^•I'm afraid you're very much gone, 
Dicky. Miss Butler is just the kind of 
fine girl that a httle fellow like you would 
be likely to go mad about." 

^^Oh, I'm safe as far as Miss Butler 
is concerned," says Dicky, laughing. 
*' No, joking and chaffing apart, Blackball, 
I'd advise you to read that play carefuUy. 
It is crude in some parts, and there are 
a lot of soliloquies that had much better 
be taken out,' but the conception of the 
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thing is magnificent, and the whole work- 
ing out most dramatic." 

^^ I can't read it — such beastly, scratchy 
handwriting," exclaims the manager 
testily, and throwing the manuscript 
upon the table. " However, I know you 
know a good thing when you read it, or 
see it, so I'll have the play copied, and 
let you know what I think of it when 
I have read it." 

^^ And think of Miss Butler as Grace 
O'Malley when you are reading it," 
suggests Dicky, looking at the manager 
with a humorous twinkle in his merry, 
kind, little grey eyes. 

" Miss Butler must serve her appren- 
ticeship to her profession as well as every 
one else. Mrs. Siddons, in her theatrical 
youth, did not disdain to play the part 
of chambermaid ; and George Anne Bel- 
lamy wore top-boots, and appeared as a 
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groom. No ; your young lady must 
win her laurels before she can wear 
them." 

" The very thing I want you to let her 
do," persists the good-natured Dicky. 
" Give Miss Butler a chance of winning 
her laurels." 

"Til have the play copied, and I'll 
read it, at all events," says the wary 
manager, careful not to be drawn into 
an admission of any kind. 

*' Do, there's a decent fellow," replies 
Dicky. "I say. Blackball, when is the 
last night of * Queen Katherine ? '" 

" Friday week : there are a lot of new 
people on in the next piece, so we can't 
be ready any sooner." 

"Of course you're not going to have 
old Beresford in it?" says Dicky, ques- 
tioningly. 

Beresford is the actor who nearly 
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ruined the opening scene of " Queen 
Katherine." 

** Conceited old idiot ! " exclaims the 
manager, rising and putting on his hat. 
^^ Oh, yes; he's in this piece: there's an 
arrogant old fellow in it, which he plays 
right well. He has only to be natural. 
I have an appointment in Fleet Street ; 
that's your way, I believe ? " 

The manager and the critic leave the 
theatre together, and proceed towards 
Temple Bar. As he passes the door- 
keeper, Mr. Blackball hands him the 
manuscript of "Grace O'MaUey," and 
says — 

" Smith, have that manuscript copied 
out and sent to my room as soon as 
possible." 

The play of *^ Queen Katherine Parr" 
draws to a close. The disheartened 
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actors have, for many nights, been play- 
ing to thinly peopled stalls and empty 
boxes. Every night the curtain goes 
down without — to use theatrical parlance 
— a single hand. The appearance of 
Miss Beatrice Delisle is the signal for a 
faint burst of applause, but the manager 
is well aware that such is due merely to 
the lady being the star of the company. 

Moira feels in very low spirits upon 
this last night of the drama. Mrs. 
Bland's little girl has not succumbed to 
the illness, and although the immediate 
danger is passed, yet she still lies in so 
weakly a state, that her devoted mother 
yet watches over her night and day. It 
makes the place very miserable and 
lonely for Moira, who has now no pupils^ 
and who thinks with a sinking heart of 
what is to become of her now that her 
engagement is at an end. She now 
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knows enougli of theatrical macliiiiery 
to know that the chief theatres will soon 
close, not to be re-opened until the winter 
season. Neither has she any chance of 
pupils — she knows that, now, it is useless 
for her to think of such a thing, because 
of the profession she has chosen. She 
is sitting in the green-room, apparently 
looking over a newspaper, when all these 
thoughts flash across her mind. The 
chaff, and chat, and flirtations going on 
around her, she takes no heed of, and 
is so absorbed in her meditations, that 
she gives a violent start, and drops the 
paper, as the call-boy puts his head in at 
the door and says, inquiringly — 

*' Miss Butler ? " 

** Yes," she repKes in some little sur- 
prise. " What is it ? I am not in this 
act." 

" Mr. Blackball wants to see you in 
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the manager's room," is the curt answer, 
as he unceremoniously makes his exit. 

Moira flushes; she sees the looks of 
angry or sneering contempt with which 
this message has been heard by her com- 
panions. For a moment she stands 
irresolute, and then, calling her pride to 
the rescue, she walks haughtily across 
the room, and is half-way round the back 
of the stage when she is met by Dicky 
Carew. 

*^What, on earth, can old Blackball 
want with that gawky Irishwoman?" 
viciously exclaims Miss Fitztowers as 
Moira leaves the room. 

" It's all Dicky Carew's doing," says a 
lady-in-waiting, in a yellow satin gown. 
" I saw him talking to old Blackball, and 
looking at Miss Butler when she was on 
in the last act. Depend upon it, Dicky 
is trying to get Blackball to give her an 
engagement." 
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** Eidiculous ! " contemptuously ejacu- 
lates Miss Fitztowers. " She couldn't 
play a decent part with that vulgar 
Irish brogue." 

" Of course she couldn't," responds 
another. 

*' For all Miss Butler's stuck-uppishness 
and prudishness, you see she has no 
hesitation in going into the manager's 
private room," asserts a vinegar-faced 
damsel. **I never did such a thing in 
my life." 

*' Never got the chance, probably," 
retorts Miss Fitztowers, who is practising 
a smile before the looking-glass. 

** Didn't I, though I " angrily exclaims 
the other; '* that's all you know. You 
know you're beastly jealous of every 
good-looking woman on the stage." 

^* My dear Eebecca," says Miss Fitz- 
towers, calmly surveying the angular 



Digitized by 



Google 



106 THE WAY WOMEN LOVE. 

proportions of her companion in art, " I 
am not jealous of you, dear. In fact, 
I should like to have you in every piece 
with me — there is nothing like contrast." 

For some minutes the conversation is 
a series of ill-bred personal remarks, and 
the encounter is only ended by some of 
the combatants being called on to the 
stage. 

Such are the petty jealousies, and 
quarrels, and vulgarities to which Moira 
has nightly to listen to. They disgust 
the girl's refined mind, and take the gilt 
off the gingerbread to a very considerable 
extent. She can take no part either on 
one side or the other in these conversa- 
tions, and thus it comes to pass that 
she is looked upon as conceited and 
arrogant, and tabooed as a sort of pariah 
in the green-room. 
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CHAPTEE IX. 

"keep your own counsel." 

As Moira pursues her way around the 
back of the stage, a proud, haughty look 
upon her lovely flushed face, and a 
defiant Kght gleaming from her starry 
eyes, it is no wonder that little Dicky 
Carew gazes at her with undisguised 
admiration. Taking off his hat, and 
taking her proffered hand, he says — 

^' Good eyening, Miss Butler; I was 
just going round for you." 

" Mr. Blackball wishes to see me ? " 
she says in a nervous inquiring tone. 

** Yes, Miss Butler ; come this way. 
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You are not on in this act, I be- 
lieve?" 

Moira repKes in the negative, and, 
running the gauntlet of sundry inquisi- 
tive glances from actors and actresses 
standing about the wings, she enters the 
manager's room with Dicky Carew, and 
finds Mr. Blackball in conversation with 
a dissipated-looking, but clever-looking 
man, whom he introduces to her as Mr. 
Swainson. She is familiar with the 
name, for she has heard Mrs. Bland 
speak of him as a man who had evinced 
a genius of no ordinary character for 
dramatic writing, but having succumbed 
to the curse of drunkenness, had degene- 
rated into a mere literary hack — an 
arranger or mechanical adapter of the 
productions of the- brains of others. 
Such are by no means uncommon in the 
literary world. Mr. Blackball has. a 
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clearly-written, red-lined manuscript in 
his hand, and lays it down as Moira 
enters the room. 

"Ah! Miss Butler," he says, as he 
places a chair for her, " and how are you 
this evening ? Sorry to leave us — eh ? " 

"Very sorry, indeed, Mr. Blackball," 
she replies. " I wish I could have had 
even ever so insignificant a part in the 
next piece." 

"Tut, tut, tut ! " exclaims the manager; 
" don't let me hear you say such a thing. 
You must have more ambition. Miss 
Butler : ambition is the source of great 
things." 

"But, then, must not disappointed 
ambition be a bitter thing to have to 
bear?" she replies. 

"You don't mean to say," ejaculates 
the manager testily, "that you have no 
ambition — ^that you would rather drudge 



Digitized by 



Google 



110 THE WAY WOMEN LOVE. 

on at mechanical parts, rather than run 
the risk of your ambition or of your pride 
being disappointed? Surely you must 
know that anything worth attaining in 
this world is worth running a risk 
for!" 

^' That is very true/' she replies, 
smiling; **but you sent for me, Mr. 
Blackball. I am afraid I have not 
very long to stay, as I am in the begin- 
ning of the next act." 

''Yes," says Mr. BlackbaU. ''Miss 
Butler, . I want you to take home this 
play and read it, and come down here to 
me in a week's time, and tell me your 
conception of it." 

"I will, with pleasure," she answers, 
with a flush of gratified pride. "By 
w^hom is it written?" 

" That's more than I can tell. It is 
Irish — that is aU I know; and Mr. Swain- 
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son is going to fit it for the stage if we 
think we can make anything of it." 

** I am sure I feel much complimented 
at your asking me to read it," says 
Moira. *' Do you think," she asks hesi- 
tatingly, ^* that if you produce it you will 
be able to give me a part in it ? " 

^'I hope so," responds the manager, 
shortly. *' There ! " he ejaculates testily, 
^* you must go. Miss Butler; I hear them 
ringing the act-drop up. I want to speak 
to you very particularly : could you call 
at my house to-morrow morning ? " 

" Certainly, Mr. Blackball," she says, 
rising. " What is your private address ? " 

** There it is," he replies, handing her 
a card. ** Good-bye, my dear," he adds, 
with managerial politeness, as he shakes 
hands with her. 

Dicky Carew opens the door for Moira, 
and accompanies her round to the green- 
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room. She is obliged to go on the stage 
immediately, so he has not time to say 
anything to her. He waits for her in the 
green-room, wickedly and ostentatiously 
displaying the manuscript which Mr. 
Blackball has given her to read. It is 
the theme of much feminine curiosity, 
and Dicky knows this. 

*'Let me have the pleasure of seeing 
you home. Miss Butler? " asks Dicky, as 
the curtain falls, and Moira hurries off to 
the dressing-room. *'I should like to 
speak to you about this play which Black- 
ball has given you." 

** Thank you. I shall be very glad; " 
and she hurries off, and soon returns 
equipped for her journey. 

It is a sweet balmy evening in the 
glorious prime of the late summer time. 
There is a faint breeze blowing which is 
most grateful to Moira, after having been 
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all the evening shut up in the close 
theatre.. They walk along the Strand, 
arm-in-arm, slowly, for, notwithstanding 
the breeze, the night is too warm to 
admit of much exertion. 

As they stroll along, Dicky Carew tells 
Moira what he has already told Mr. 
Blackball. He tells her his conception 
of the play, and assures her that he is 
confident that, if she will only study it 
carefoUy, and concentrate aU her atten* 
tion upon it, and endeavour to profit 
by Mr. Blackball's teaching, she has ssx 
opportunity of making a hit in her pro- 
fession. 

That night Moira sits in her bed-room, 
intently studying the manuscript of the 
new play. The morning dawns, and the 
sun is high in the heavens, ere she has 
finished the perusal of it. She has entered 
heart and soul into the feelings of the 
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wild, unttitored, haJf-savage, yet curiously 
j?efined Quee» of Connaught. The con- 
ception of Grace O'Malley's character 
in very grand, and Moira feels wildly 
excited as she reads. The idea, too, is 
quite new. 

Grace O'Malley, the Queen of Con- 
naught, living in rude, regal grandeur in 
Carrigahooly Castle, in Connaught, falls 
in love with an English minstrel who has 
been captured and taken prisoner by her 
retainers. She struggles with this love, 
thinking it unworthy of an O'Malley to 
succumb to a passion for an enemy of her 
country, and for one so much beneath 
her in rank. Love conquers, and she 
encourages the minstrel to pay com-t to 
her. He, however, has fallen in love 
with a cousin of the queen's, and has 
no thought for any one else. Grace 
O'Malley is enraged when she discovers 



Digitized by 



Google 



"keep your own counsel.'* 116 

this; her pride is outraged, and she 
thinks now of revenge. Eventually 
everything comes right, and the dramatic 
proprieties are preserved. 

Something in the queen's character 
appeals powerfully to Moira's feelings. 
She identifies herself with the piece, and 
she longs earnestly for the happy time 
to come when she may have a principal 
part entrusted to her. She never for one 
moment fancies that the manager has any 
thought of giving her any but a secondary 
part in the drama. 

She is so excited, that when she at 
length lies down she cannot sleep. She 
tosses about for a while, and then, rising, 
she prepares for her visit to Mr. Black- 
ball. Her excitement is such, that she 
does not feel in the least tired, and ap- 
pears before Mr. Blackball with a bright 
flush upon her lovely face, and the light 
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of health, youth, and intelligence in her 
eyes* 

"Well, Miss Butler, have you had 
time to look over the play?'* he asks,, 
after the first greetings are over. 

" Yes," she replies ; " I have read it all 
carefully, and I am more than charmed 
with it," 

" Umph ! " grunts the manager. " Carew 
says there is a lot must come out of it." 
He is carefol not to appear enthusiastic 
about it. 

" Of course, I am no judge of that," 
she says. "It seems to me a pity to take 
away one line of it." 

" Ah ! that's all very well ; it may read 
very nicely, but plenty of action is the 
thing wanted." 

" The play seems to me to be more 
psychological than incidental," she ven- 
tures to remark, yet half afraid to do so. 
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" Go on," lie commands, seating him- 
self in an attitude of attention: "tell me 
your conception of the heroine's cha- 
racter;] but first give me an idea of the 
plot, for I really know very little about 
it/* 

Moira does as he desires. Having 
given a comprehensive outline of the plot, 
she proceeds to analyse the character of 
Grace O'Malley, Her heart is in the 
theme, so she does it well. 

As she concludes, she is somewhat 
disappointed to find Mr. Blackball makes 
no remark. He carefully and steadily 
scrutinizes her countenance, and then 
opening the manuscript, looks through 
it for a few minutes, and then, indicating 
a particular place, says — 

"Miss Butler, just stand up and read 
that scene for me." 

Moira does as she is requested, and, 
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it must be confessed, does it very badly 
too. She is conscious of failure, and sits 
down with a burning shamed face, and a 
sinking heart. 

'^ Miss Butler," says the manager, 
" you have much to learn, but that much 
I am willing to teach you. Take home 
this play and learn the part of Grace 
O'Malley, and then come down to the 
theatre to me in a fortnight, and I will 
have a scene set, and go through it with 
you." . 

Moira is bewildered. In answer to her 
incoherent and confused expressions of 
satisfaction and amazement, Mr. Black- 
ball says — 

^* I will pay you for any time you may 
lose. I cannot say yet whether or not 
I will entrust the character to you. At 
all events, keep your own counsel and 
say nothing about the matter to any one." 
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CHAPTEE X. 

MRS. BLAND's engagement. 

When Moira leaves the manager's house, 
she seems to tread on air, and she is so 
much elated and excited, that she cannot 
bear the restriction of cab, 'bus, or any 
other conveyance. Even Mrs. Bland, 
who has had a large experience of thea- 
trical life, can scarcely believe the news. 
She is very much surprised; and in her 
secret soul, she fancies that Moira must 
have some friend behind the scenes, who 
takes a peculiar interest in her, and 
possibly has offered to indemnify Mr. 
Blackball for any loss he may sustain. 
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That a novice should be entrusted with 
so important a part, seems beyond the 
bounds of probability; and so highly is 
her curiosity excited, that as soon as 
Moira declares that she thinks she is 
word perfect, Isabel Bland asks her to 
repeat her part to her. 

Moira does so. Isabel Bland reads up 
to her ; and as the girl throws her whole 
passionate soul into the character of the 
wUd, queenly Grace O'Malley, her hearer 
stands spell-bound. There is one scene 
in particular, where Grace O'Malley de- 
nounces her rival, and swears to have 
revenge. Her rival defies her ; and, as 
Mrs. Bland reads the part, the tables are 
turned, and Moira, looking at her, says 
admiringly and enthusiastically — 

" Mrs. Bland, how beautifully you have 
read that 1 I should like to be playing it 
with you.'' 
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**It is a part I should like to play,'* 
she replies. " However, go on, I have no 
time to spare." 

Again, in the closing scene, where the 
queen's nohle nature rises supreme over 
her desire for revenge, Moira surpasses 
herself; and Isahel Bland, no mean 
judge of histrionic ahility, emphatically 
declares that if the principal character he 
only properly played up to, that the play 
cannot he other than an unqualified 
success. The little woman is generous- 
minded enough to give Moira her fall 
meed of praise, and to admit that she 
possesses theatrical ahility of a very ex- 
ceptional nature. At the same time, she 
does not retract her expressions of regret 
that Moira has chosen the stage as a 
profession. She gives the girl much 
valuahle technical advice; she explains 
to her the eloquence of gesture, and the 
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necessity for the combined expression of 
voice and countenance. 

And thus it comes to pass, that when 
the awful day arrives, and Moira, ahnost 
sick with nervous apprehension, walks on 
the boards of the "Hilarity," and goes 
through the part of Grace O'Malley 
with Mr. Blackball, that the manager is 
unfeignedly surprised at her proficiency. 
She throws fire, pathos, and passion into 
her rendering of the character; and when 
she concludes, Mr. Blackball's managerial 
heart beats high with confident expecta- 
tion of her success. 

Of course Moira is engaged for the part 
of Grace O'MaUey, and Mr. Blackball 
makes arrangements for giving her lessons 
in the piece. He is determined to spare 
no pains ; in fact, stem necessity compels 
him to do something decisive, for the 
piece, even, that has been put on is not 
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paying its expenses, and the exchequer of 
the " Hilarity " is in a very bad way 
indeed. 

The next thing is the selection of a 
company. Mr. Blackball knows that, in 
bringing out this piece, it is with him a 
case of sink or swim ; that it will either 
enable him to retrieve the failing fortunes 
of the " Hilarity/' or compel him to close 
the theatre altogether ; consequently, he 
is unusually careful in his selection of the 
company for the new play, and consults 
Dicky Carew upon the subject one day 
when Moira is present. 

" Yes, that is a capital cast, and ought 
to draw well," says Mr. Blackball, look- 
ing down the Hst : *^ Miss Butler, Chi- 
chester, Lawson, Calverley, Wrentmore, 
Arkwright, and Dawson. The thing is 
now to get some one for the part of Isola 
Betagh, the queen's rival. I haven't 
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a woman in the company fit to play it, 
except Miss Delisle; and, of course, I 
would not offer her a secondary part, 
although it's exactly the character to suit 
her/' 

*^ Would it not be wiser," Moira ven- 
tures to interpose, " for an actress to play 
a secondary part which suits her perfectly, 
than a leading part for which she is 
imsuited? — ^there is no art in her doing 
the latter." 

"My dear Miss Butler," replies the 
manager, in his peculiar dry tone, "wait 
until you have been some time longer in 
your profession, and you will find that 
artistic notions of what an actor or actress 
should do are ruinous aUke to managers 
and players. It is popularity pays — ^not 
art; assurance — not talent. If Miss 
Delisle would condescend, for sheer love 
of her profession, to play (as she could 
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play it) the part of Isola Betagh ta 
yotir Grace O'Malley, the eflfect would 
be something magnificent. But I know 
perfectly well that nothing — ^no salary 
that I could offer — ^would induce her to 
do so. She would much prefer playing 
the queen, although a character utterly 
out of her line." 

^*In my opinion it argues a want of 
common sense." 

" It would not be conmion sense upon 
Miss Delisle's part did she do so," bluntly 
responds the manager. " Every one for 
himself and herself in this world, and it 
would never do for her tacitly to acknow- 
ledge herseK inferior to you." 

" But she would not. be inferior to me," 
persists Moira; "she would be seen to 
the very best advantage." 

" The thing is impossible," says Dicky 
Carew ; " show goes for more than any- 
thing in these days." 
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^' Quite impossible I'' exclaims Mr. 
Blackball. " For instance, there is a 
capital opening for any actress who will 
play the parts of old women. They are 
badly wanted on the boards. Singe poor 
Mrs. Raymond died, we have now no one 
but Mrs, Huntley and Mrs. Stephens. 
But elderly actresses would rather be 
padded and painted and take the parts of 
frisky young heroines. There's one com- 
fort, they deceive no one but themselves. 
But to come to the point, Dicky; is there 
any one you can suggest for the part of 
IsolaBetagh?" 

Dicky shakes his head dubiously. 

"I did know of a woman who could 
both look and play the part to perfection, 
but I don't know what has become of her. 
Perhaps you recollect her," he says, 
looking inquiringly at the manager: 
'' her name was Myra Neligan ; she used 
to play at * The Shakespeare.' " 
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No; the manager does not remember 
Myra NeKgan, She was not a star, and 
the lesser lights twinkle too palely to be 
recognized, mnoh less remembered. 

^^Mr.BlackbaU." 

The speaker is Moira, who hesitates 
nervously and blushes beautifully, 

^^WeU, Miss Butler, what is it?" he 
asks, looking at her with true critical 
managerial appreciation. 

" I know a lady who could do the part 
splendidly. She is not on the stage now, 
but she has been an actress." 

"Is it the lady you were telling me 
about, who gave you so much help in 
getting up the part of the queen ? " 

" Yes ; Mrs, Bland, the lady with whom 
I am Hving." 

" Does she wish to come back to the 
stage ? " he inquires. 

"Not that I know of. The idea is 
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quite my own. I have no reason what- 
iever to think she wishes to return to the 
stage ; quite the contrary, for she always 
says she hates it. But," she continues, 
enthusiastically, " if you could only have 
heard her read the part of Isola with 
me, you would not wonder at my wishing 
she were acting it with me." 

The manager smiles cynically. He is 
accustomed to hear constantly about 
possible stars, who glimmer but feebly 
before the footlights. 

" Would your friend let me hear her 
read it with you, do you think ? " 

"I am sure she would," delightedly 
exclaims Moira; adding, with a blank 
expression, "at all events, I'll ask her. 
I should not have spoken so decidedly, 
because I know her hatred of the stage." 

" The idea of a good and suitable part 
nlay induce her to overcome her dislike," 
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says Mr. Blackball, " I'll call on you to- 
morrow affcemoon, Miss Butler, if you 
think that will suit you and your friend?'* 
" It will suit, Mr. Blackball," promptly 
responds Moira ; " and in the mean time 
I'U try and talk over Mrs. Bland." 

"I had quite given up the idea of 
ever going on the stage agarn," says Mrs, 
Bland, hesitatingly, as she and Moira sit 
^ at tea that evening, and the girl retails 
the conversation she has had with Mr. 
Blackball. 

"But you do that part of Isola so 
splendidly I " exclaims Moira enthusias- 
tically. "I would rather see you go 
through it than see Miss Delisle in one 
of her best characters ! " 

"You are prejudiced in my favour, 
dear," says Mrs. Bland, not, however, 
without a little gratified flush of pride. 

VOL. III. K 
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^^ To tell you the truth, I am half inclined 
to accept the engagement if I can get it, 
because there is my little May, she miist 
have change of air in a week or so, and 
as her illness has obliged me to give up 
my teaching altogether, I shall be very 
short of money when I return." 

^^ Don't worry yourself about that," 
hastUy interposes the generous-minded 
Moira. ^' I shall have plenty by-and-by, 
and you know that whatever I have you 
are welcome to share." 

" Spoken like your father's daughter," 
says Mrs. Bland. "I know you mean 
what you say, Moira, and thank you 
for it." 

" There, that's enough about it ! " she 
exclaims. " Then you really will think 
seriously about it ? Won't it be deHght- 
ful to have you playing with me ! " 

" Don't be too sure of it," rephes Mrs. 
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Bland, smiling and shaking her pretty- 
little head. "Mr, Blackball may not 
have as good an opinion of me as yon 
have." 

" No fear of his not being pleased with 
you,'* says Moira, confidently. 

"I am not at alt so sure of that. At 
all events, Moira," she adds, in a graver 
tone, "when Mr. Blackball calls to- 
morrow, I wish to see him alone first. I 
should like to teU him a few circum- 
stances connected with myself before we 
have any talk of an engagement." 

Mr. Blackball and Mrs. Bland have 
had their private conversation together, 
and the manager, too much accustomed 
to the romance of real life to feel any 
particular astonishment at her story, has 
hstened calmly. At its conclusion he 
has given Mrs. Bland clearly to under- 
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stand that if she can play the part satis- 
factorily, her part hitherto in the drama 
of life is of as little consequence to him 
as if it had been a fictitious character. 

Moira proves a true prophetess. Mr. 
Blackball expresses himself pleased with 
Mrs. Bland's rendering of the part. 
Arrangements are concluded, whereby 
Mrs. Bland is to learn her part whilst 
away in the country with her child, and 
is to return in time for rehearsal in the 
month of October. 
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CHAPTEE XI. 

A MOMENT OF WEAKNESS. 

MoiBA is not sure whether or not she 
ought to tell Honor. She would like to 
do so ; but then, on the other hand, she 
thinks she would like to wait and see if 
she be successful, and then tell her, 
confident that she cannot, under such 
circumstances, ask her to give up her 
profession. In her perplexity, she writes 
to Stephen Ingram, telling him all the 
circumstances, and asking his advice 
upon the subject. 

And when the advice promptly arrives, 
it is the same as ever : secrecy upon the 
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matter for the present. He does not 
wish Moira to share her confidence with 
any one, much less with her sister, be- 
neath whose penetrating glance he always 
feels uncomfortable. 

September — ^golden, mellowing Septem- 
ber — ^has come, and the dwellers in the 
West End are disporting themselves upon 
the purple heaths of Scotland, or the 
moors of Ireland. Many a pretty 
speckled brown bird falls to-day; and 
their manly murderers, conscious of 
having done their duty as men and 
Britons, retujm to dinner, and lay their 
innocent victims at the feet of their 
lady-loves, or their hosts' .wives, which 
commonly means one and the same thing* 
Of course there is nobody in London. 
Even those mythical personages, the 
London editors, for once are spoken of 
as ordinary human beings, and the in- 
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qtiirer is informed that ** the editor is out 
of town." Not unfrequently, however^ 
his officious deputy — ^proud of being an 
editor 'pro tern. — graciously grants an in- 
terview, and speaks grandiloquently of 
what he will "advise" the editor to do 
upon his return. 

The theatres are nearly all closed, to 
re-open renewed, and, in many instances, 
re-named, for the winter season. Miss 
Beatrice Delisle is yachting in the Medi- 
terranean with Prince Petruccio, accom- 
panied by an accommodating duenna; 
for Miss Beatrice Delisle is severely 
correct, and no one 6an accuse her of 
ever openly outraging les convenances. 

Mrs. Bland is away, with her little girl, 
at a quiet Welsh watering-place, where 
the child is rapidly regaining her health*. 
The calm and the country air are benefit- 
ing the mother also. She sits many a 
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time with the manuscript of her part in 
" Grace O'Malley " lying idly in her list- 
less hands, as with her eyes fixed upon 
the calm waters of the broad bay, with - 
the towering Cambrian mountains in the 
distance, she thinks over her past life. 
Latterly, especially since her little girl's 
illness, she has strangely longed to see 
the father of her child. For many years 
she had persuaded herself that no feel- 
ing but that of revenge could she ever 
experience for the man who had falsely 
betrayed her trust. Isabel Bland loved 
intensely, and she tried to think that that 
had been turned to the gall and bitterness 
of intense hate. But no one — especially 
a loving, passionate woman — can forget 
the one passionate love of a whole life. 
And as she sits by the open window, with 
the mellow September sunlight dancing 
upon the ripples of the broad bay, and 
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throwing fantastic lights and shadows 
upon the distant mountains, Isabel Bland 
feels that, were the father of her child to 
come back to her penitent, she conld not 
say him nay. She is wondering what 
Moira is doing in London. The girl 
writes to her constantly, and tells her 
how anxiously she is studying her part, so 
as to have it in readiness for rehearsal 
about the middle of October. 

During these days, alone in London, 
Moira is very lonely sometimes; she 
longs passionately for a glimpse at dear 
stupid old Weirford, and at her aunt and 
Honor, Stephen Ligram, too, occupies 
a considerable share of her thoughts; 
and when, one dreary September after- 
noon, he is ushered into Mrs, Bland's 
little sitting-room, Moira feels more re- 
joiced to see him than she could have 
thought it possible she could have felt. 
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She is so astonished, that her tongue 
refuses to say the ordinary words of greet- 
ing. Her heart beats tumultuously, and 
she feels the waves of colour surge over 
her throat and face, and then as swiftly 
ebb back to her heart. Taking advantage 
of her evident perturbation, Stephen In- 
gram takes her bonny face in his hand, 
and, turning it towards him, imprints a 
kiss upon hps which no man, save himself 
and her father, has ever touched. 

" Well," he says, looking down at her 
glowing face, " and are you glad to see 
me?" 

"Very glad," she replies, in a low 
voice, her sparkling eyes endorsing her 
words. "Why did you not tell me you 
were coming ? " 

" Because I wanted to give you a sur- 
prise," he answers, puttiug his arm around 
her as he speaks, and drawing her to- 
wards him. 
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" But I might have been out." 

^' I could have called again^ and again, 
and again after that, if I did not see you, 
Moira." He turns her face up to his, and 
looks down into her sweet eyes. " I have 
run over to London expressly to see you. 
Do you not know you are very dear to 
me?" 

*^It was very good of you to come 
over and see me," she says blushingly, 
and ignoring his last question, "for I 
have been very lonely here all by my- 
self." 

"I know that. I gathered as much 
from your letters," he replies, caressing 
her. "But now, my darling, you must 
enjoy yourseK for a few days, and tell me 
all about how you are getting on." 

Moira does so. And thus they sit, and 
thus they talk, and the afternoon wear& 
on apace. The excitement of the profes- 
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sion she has chosen has been gradually 
developing all Moira's sympathies; and 
during these few weeks of soUtude, during 
which she has been carefully studying 
every emotion, especially that of pas- 
sionate love, she has so identi&ed herself 
with the play, that these feehngs have 
almost become second nature to her, 
Stephen Ingram, by his loving caresses, 
and tender words and sympathetic man- 
ner, insensibly to her, draws her heart 
towards him; and when he proposes to 
take her out with him to spend the even- 
ing at one of the theatres, she glady con- 
sents. It seems to her the most natural 
thing in the world for her to do. Eadiant 
in her youthful beauty, she sits by 
Stephen Ingram's side in the theatre, 
her lovely face glowing with excitement 
as she intently watches the progress of 
the piece. As for Stephen Ingram, he 
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has but a hazy idea of what the play is 
all about. He is too much rapt in the 
joy of gazing at the lovely girl beside 
him. He feels jealous of the very actors 
whom she enthusiastically praises. And 
as he looks at her, a fierce passionate 
love fills his soul, and he feels that, 
rather than any other man in the world 
should call her his, he could out her soft 
white throat with his own hand. 

He sits in the smoking-room of the 
hotel, after having left Moira at her own 
door. Many things trouble him. Many 
times during his life he has been 'swayed 
by a feeling he has fancied to have been 
love; but never before haa such a con- 
suming, devastating storm swept over 
his soul. It literally maddens him to 
reflect, that, in the profession she has 
chosen, so beautiful a woman as Moira 
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is will be sure to be the cynosure of all 
eyes ; will be flattered and courted ; and, 
worst and most maddening thought of 
all, perhaps a wealthier suitor might 
tempt her to swerve from the troth which 
she has this night pKghted to him. 

It is an insult to Moira for Stephen 
Ingram even to think so concerning her. 
But then, it must be remembered that 
his ideal of love was a very low and a 
very conventional one. He knew well 
that he himseK could be turned from his 
allegiance to her, by a more beautiful 
woman ; • and he firmly believed in the 
worldly maxim, that a woman is incapable 
of any deep feeling, and can invariably 
be bought by the highest bidder. 

Suddenly, a scheme enters Stephen 
Ingram's head. So daring is it, that he 
holds his cigar in his fingers until it goes 
out, utterly oblivious of the fact. There 
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he sits, revolving tMs idea, until his cool, 
wary brain thinks out every little detail 
of the scheme. 

The next day is Sunday, and Stephen 
Ingram has made an appointment to take 
out Moira for a walk during the after- 
noon. But the day begins unpropitiously. 
The morning is ushered in with a thick 
brown fog, which presently is transformed 
into a heavy chilling drizzle which lasts 
all the forenoon, and at about one o'clock 
settles into a steady downpour. No 
chance of a walk to-day, so Stephen 
Ingram takes his mid-day dinner at the 
hotel, and then goes to spend the after- 
noon with Moira. 

She is unfeignedly glad to see him, and 
there is a hesitating submissive gentle- 
ness in her manner which is inexpressibly 
gratifying to a man like Stephen Ingram, 
whose predominant desire is for power — 
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power at any cost. A less seK-opinion- 
ated and .more keen-sighted man would 
have detected that the girl did not seem 
to be completely at her ease; for such, 
in truth, is the case. 

It seems to her to be all like a dream to 
think that this man, whom she commenced 
by disliking, could have gained so great 
an influence over her, that the mere touch 
of his hand could thrill every nerve in 
her frame with a new and strange feeling. 
She yearns for his presence, yet is never 
quite at her ease in it ; she believes she 
has fall confidence in him, yet she is 
afraid of the engagement she has entered 
into. Not alone does it flatter her 
vanity, but it panders to her craving — 
her intense passion — ^for sympathetic com- 
panionship, to have this man by her side 
and evidently absorbed with her beauty. 
Every sentence he speaks, and every 
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answer wMch he draws from her, only 
serves to draw her the more bindingly 
into her engagement. He pleads with 
the wooing earnestness of a man desirous 
of securing for himself the thing he loves 
best in the world ; and she — her excitable 
temperament wound up to the highest 
pitch — in a moment of passionate weak- 
ness, consents to marry him at a regis- 
trar's the next morning. 



VOL. III. 
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CHAPTEE XII. 

HER WEDDING-RING. 

Stephen Ingram and Moira O'Neill are 
man and wife. It all seems so strange, 
for it has aU been so sudden, that Moira 
can scarcely believe it ; and she walks 
by Stephen Ingram's side as though she 
were in a dream. Hurried on by the 
torrent of passion and impulse, impelled 
by his pleading eloquent words, she has 
unthinkingly bound herself to Stephen 
Ingram without a single reflection upon 
the solemnity, and fatal and unjust close- 
ness, of the tie she has contracted. He 
may break her heart by his indifference — 
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the worst form of cruelty that can be 
practised upon a warm, loving nature; 
he may desolate her home; he may make 
her life one everlasting purgatory by 
means of refined, polished malice, by 
playing upon the gamut of her sensi- 
bilities until the naked nerves lie palpi- 
tating at every sneer, and her soul within 
her cries out with a great and exceeding 
bitter cry as she heroically endures the 
exquisite mental torture, as only a woman 
can. By the law of the land he can do 
all this, and that law says she must make 
no resistance : he is her master, and she 
must blindly obey. She has no plea for 
redress, unless he resort to physical 
violence. If she be a proud, fearless 
woman, capable of braving the world's 
opinion, she may leave him; but then 
this law, made by men for men, can com- 
pel her to return to him. However, few 
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women have the courage to brave public 
opinion, so they bear their burdens in 
uncomplaining silence rather than expose 
themselves to the sneers of the world, 
which is always pitiless towards the 
weaker one. These evils chiefly arise 
from people forgetting that' marriage 
should be a state of mutual concession. 
But, unfortunately, the women generally 
have to make all the concessions ; for a 
man generally thinks a woman cannot be 
half grateful enough to him for having 
rescued her from the opprobrium of 
spinsterhood. It is such treatment 
which leads a woman ^to try and get 
into the citadel by stratagem. She 
knows she has but to use a certain 
amount of flattery for the vain, coaxing 
fo? the soft-hearted, surface submission 
for the blustering, and she, in nine cases 

out of ten, gains the day upon her own 
terms* 
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Naturally^ Moira does not think of all 
this. Her mind is in too great a whirl 
of excitement to allow of her thinking 
coherently about anything. She is very 
subdued and quiet as they sit at break- 
fast in the hotel whither he has brought 
her, and where they are arranging their 
plans. 

^' I have to be at rehearsal at half-past 
twelve," she says, looking at the clock, 
" and it is twelve now." 

" I don't want to part with you," he 
replies, looking proudly at her blooming 
beauty. " Could you not give up going 
to the theatre for once ? " 

"No," she says; "I could not do so 
on any account. This rehearsal is espe- 
cially for one of my scenes." 

"You think more of your profession 
than you do of me at present." 

Moira makes no reply. The flush on 
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her cheek deepens as suddenly the 
thought flashes through her mind — 
** Which does she love best : the pro- 
fession she has chosen, or the man she 
has married?" She cannot answer the 
question satisfactorily to herself. But 
her womanly diplomacy gains the day, 
and turning her starry eyes upon Stephen 
Ingram, she says softly — 

" I think I have given you good proof 
of what I think. Look at this." As she 
speaks she holds out her white, beautifully 
shaped left hand, upon the third finger of 
which glitters her wedding-ring. 

"Yes, you have, my beauty!" he 
exclaims, longing to take her to his 
heart; "but stay, Moira, I have a re- 
quest to make of you." 

"What is it?" 

" I wish you would not wear that 
wedding-ring. There are reasons, my 
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darling, which I will explain to yon, why 
it will be jnst as well not to say anything 
about our marriage for the present." 

A shadow seems to fall upon Moira's 
spirit. At that moment the clock strikes 
the quarter past twelve, and she says, 
hurriedly— 

" I must be off to the theatre. After 
rehearsal we can have a talk about this 
matter.'* 

" Take off the ring, dear, to please 
me," he says, with a .strange earnestness 
in his tones. 

"I don't like to do so," she replies, 
with quivering Kps. " It seems unlucky 
to take off one's wedding-ring and hide 
it on one's wedding-day. However, if it 
must be, you put it on and you must 
take it off;" and she holds out her hand 
towards him. 

He tries to take off the ring, but can- 
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not do so without running the risk of 
hurting her. So, perforce, Moira is 
obliged to take off her wedding-ring, 
which she places in Stephen's Ingram's 
hand. 

After rehearsal they again meet, and 
lounge into the National Gallery, where 
they sit and talk« There is a curious 
constraint between them, and the girl 
gives a genuine start when Stephen 
Ingram says — 

" Now, my Moira, what about our 
honeymoon ? " 

"You say our marriage must be kept 
a secret for the present ? " she replies. 

"Yes, for various reasons. You see 
that, from what you say, there is every 
chance of your making a hit in this play. 
Now, if your manager thought you were 
just married, he might fancy you would 
be too much taken up with your new ties 
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to pay proper attention to your business. 
You know, my darling, I have your 
interest at heart ; and beKeve me, for the 
present it is advisable not to say any- 
thing about it." 

"Will you tell Honor?" she asks, a 
huge feeling of fear and disappointment 
filling her breast. 

"Certainly not," he replies promptly. 
" I don't know why it is," he continues, 
" but Honor and I don't get on very well 
together." 

"I never knew that," she exclaims, 
with some animation, "but I have had 
an idea that it was so." 

"It is so, my darling. But what of 
that ? The point is, that we must now 
decide where to spend our honeymoon." 

" If the marriage is to be kept private, 
I cannot leave with you, because of my 
landlady; and then, there is rehearsal 
every day." 
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"We'll take the landlady into our 
confidence ; and as for rehearsal, we will 
go somewhere where you can come up to 
town every day." 

He will listen to no denial of any kind. 
Moira is afraid of him ; she feels the iron 
hand beneath the silken glove, and it 
somewhat terrifies her. In her secret 
soul she girds against this strange thral- 
dom, but some intangible power holds her 
back from outwardly rebelling against it. 
She is passing through one of those 
periods when the human soul is the prey 
of the gods; when it is rolled darkling 
down the torrent of Fate, unless cool 
reason puts a bar to its progress. But 
some power, which holds sway in Moira's 
soul at present, keeps reason at bay ; she 
does not reflect, she only feels. 

The duU October afternoon wanes, and 
they leave the Gallery and saunter down 
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Pall Mall. Presently Stephen Ingram 
says — 

" Well, my Moira, and where shall we 
go for OTir honeymoon? You have not 
yet decided." 

"I don't mind," she replies, almost 
indifferently, in a tone which Stephen 
Ingram does not like. 

" That means that you would rather let 
me decide for you — does it not?'* He 
speaks in an inquiring yet decisive tone, 
which compels Moira to answer. 

" Yes. I wish you would decide." 

" Obedient httle wife ! " he exclaims 
complacently, pressing yet closer the 
hand which lies on his arm. " Suppose 
I say Eichmond. Will that please you ? ' ' 

" Yes ; but what about the landlady ? " 
The awe in Moira's voice is so ludicrous 
that it causes Stephen Ingram to laugh. 

" How terribly afraid of her you are I " 
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he says. " Come, cheer up, my darling. 
No one but me has any tight to dictate' 
to you now." 

" 1 don't think I am afraid of her ; 
but it has aU been so sudden, and it all 
feels so strange," she concludes igno- 
miniously. 

" Well, none the worse for that," is the 
trite reply. " I'll tell you what we'll do, 
dear. We'll take a cab now, and stop at 
my hotel, where I can get my traps ; and 
then we can go on to your lodgings for 
your things. Will that arrangement 
answer ? " 

Of course Moira acquiesces, as she 
would have done in any other proposition 
he liked to make. So they take a cab, 
and drive through the crowded London 
streets in the dim twilight of the fast- 
falling October evening. They pass 
through the student-quarter in the neigh- 
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bourhood of Fitzroy Square, and in one of 
its many dingy streets Moira points out a 
dingy-looking house, saying — 

"Poor papa and Honor and I once 
lived in that house — at least, we had 
lodgings there. We were never grand 
enough to have a house all to ourselves. 
Poor papa ! *' 

As she concludes, Moira gives a little 
inward sigh. She wonders if her father 
is looking at her now; wonders if he 
approves of the step she has just taken. 
In the midst of these cogitations, the 
cab stops at Stephen Ingram's hotel, 
and, hastily jumping out, he enters the 
haU. 

" Any letters for me ? " he inquires, as 
he passes the porter. 

" No, sir. No letters, sir ; but two 
telegrams, sir;" and he hands Stephen 
Ingram the two yellow envelopes. 
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He hurriedly opens one ; and, to his 
consternation, reads as follows : — : 



''John Webby 

Weirford. 



To Stephen IngrarHy 
Euston Hotely 
London. 



'' Come home at once. Accident in the 
mine. Mine flooded. Fourteen lives lost 
already." 

Hastily crumpling it up in his hand, he 
tears open the other one. It is from the 
same sender, and runs thus : — 

'' Lose no time. Chief engine-man 
lost. We do not know what to do. Come 
at once." 

At this moment Stephen Ingram feels 
more anger for having to leave his bride, 
than horror at the accident which has 
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ooonrred. In a few words he tells her 
what is the matter. 

" The train from Paddington starts in 
half an hour," he says. " Will you come 
to the station with me, my darling ? " 

Moira consents, and sits in the cab 
waiting until Stephen Ingram re-appears 
with his portmanteau. Almost in silence 
they drive to the station, and the last 
words he says to her are — 

" My darling, let what will be the con- 
sequence, I will manage to be here the 
first night of the new piece." 

He is standing on the platform as he 
says so, and has only time hastily to kiss 
her, and then to jump into the carriage, 
and Moira stands alone, watching the 
train as it moves slowly oflf, bearing away 
from her her six-hours' husband, with her 
wedding-ring in his pocket. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

A CRY FOR THE AUTHOR. 

It is the evening of the last day of 
October, and there is a final dress re- 
hearsal at ^^The Hilarity." Everybody 
is in a state of feverish anxiety; the 
only two who are apparently cool and 
collected being Isabel Bland and Moira. 
A fortnight has elapsed since the latter 
parted with Stephen Ingram, and al- 
though for the first few days she felt 
unfeigned regret at his absence, yet the 
excitement of her profession has so filled 
her thoughts, that it is with a feeling of 
remorse she puUs herself up, and taking 
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a letter of his from her pocket, she opens 
it and glances over it. It is fall of 
passionately-loving words, and so ab-* 
sorbed is she in the perasal of it that 
she scarcely heeds Mrs. Bland's warning 
that she had better commence dressing 
for the piece." 

Mrs. Bland appears on the stage before 
Moira does. Consequently, she hastens 
with her dressing, and repairs to the 
wing, there to await her turn to go on. 
A few favoured Press men, and some 
personal friends of the manager, have 
been admitted to this dress rehearsal. 
They lounge in the stalls and bare-look- 
ing boxes, for in the latter the curtains 
have not yet been put up. One or two 
privileged ones come round to the back 
of the stage, and amongst these latter 
is Dicky Carew. 

Dicky Carew, with his hair cropped 
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more closely than ever, and the sunbnm 
contracted during his autumn holiday yet 
on his cheery, ugly face. He looks upon 
Moira as a protdgS of his, and is naturally 
anxious to see how his prophecies con- 
cerning her abihty have turned out. Mr, 
Blackball is testy in his manner ; he has 
mounted the piece at a large outlay, and 
is in a state of nervous apprehension 
about it; so Dicky Carew does not 
trouble him with ieither questions or 
remarks, but quietly sauntering round by 
one of the wings, he finds himself face to 
face with Isabel Bland. 

They instantly recognize each other. 
Dicky Carew's heart seems to leap up 
and flutter its wings in his throat and 
hinder him from uttering a word. Isabel 
Bland quickly — ^brave little woman that 
she is — ^recovers her presence of mind, 
and says in an undertone — 



Digitized by 



Google 



A CRY FOR THE AUTHOR. 163 

" I recollect you, Mr. Carew, and I see 
you recognize me* I have been married 
since I saw you, and my name is now- 
Bland. Do not say anything about 
my former name. I have a reason for 
wishing to conceal it. Will you pro- 
mise?" 

"I promise." Dicky remains staring 
at her in utter bewilderment. 

" Come and see me on Sunday after- 
noon. Go away now, and do not pretend 
to recognize me. I will tell you all when 
you come and see me." 

Throughout the length and breadth of 
the lajid the daily, papers have circulated 
the news that upon the first of November, 
the Hilarity Theatre will open with a 
new and powerful Irish drama called 
" Grace O'Malley," written by a new 
Irish writer. They furthermore state 
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that the chief character — ^that of the 
Queen — ^will be sustained by Miss Kathe- 
rine Butler, a young Irish actress of 
great personal attractions and marvellous 
promise. 

Moira and Mrs. Bland are early at the 
theatre.* They waited as long as they 
possibly could for Stephen Ingram, who, 
at length, when they were dressing, sent 
round a card to Moira to say he had but 
just arrived by the Holyhead mail, and 
was in the house to witness her per- 
formance. The girl is very nervous, and. 
the card and message seem to give her 
some little comfort. She is glad to think 
he will be there to listen to her, and her 
eyes brighten and her cheeks flush in 
such a manner as almost to render arti- 
ficial aid unnecessary. 

Nevertheless, she is very nervous when 
she makes her appearance at first. The 
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critics detect it, and are inclined to 
think it is another piece of Blackball's 
notoriously bad management to allow 
such a novice to play so important a part. 
But she warms up, and forgets self, as 
the action of the drama becomes more 
and more intensified. Gradually the 
critics are obliged to riBvoke their hasty 
judgment upon the manager, and, as the 
curtain falls upon the tableau at the end 
of the third act, the house rings with 
wild shouts of applause. The chief actors 
are called before the footlights, and Mr, 
blackball congratulates Moira upon her 
success so far. At this juncture Dicky 
Carew takes the manager aside, and in a 
low excited tone tells him a piece of news 
which evidently causes Mr. Blackball no 
small amazement. 

^^Are you sure you are not deceived, 
Dicky? '' he asks incredulously. 
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"No feax of it. Come roimd to the 
box and I'll introduce you." 

Dicky and Mr. Blackball repair at once 
to the boxes, and in a few minutes more 
Dicky again comes round to the side 
scenes, and is evidently communicating 
the same piece of intelligence to Mrs. 
Bland; who looks as incredulously pleased 
and surprised as did the manager. Some 
one joins them, and the conversation 
becomes more general. Dicky Carew 
compliments Mrs. Bland upon the 
wonderful manner in which she is made 
up. The diflScult art of "face make- 
up" she understands to perfection; and, 
although preserving her own complexion, 
her appearance as Isola Betagh is so 
marvellously unlike her customary ap- 
pearance, that it is no hyperbole to say 
that to an ordinary observer she is per- 
fectly unrecognisable. She looks very 
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pretty and piquant, and plays her part 
in a manner which recalls what their 
contemporaries have recorded concerning 
Kitty Clive and Mrs. Jordan. 

Never before has Moira appeared to such 
advantage. Old manuscripts and records 
have been ransacked to find the proper 
dress of the Irish at the period at which 
the scene 'of the drama is laid. In this, 
as in every other detail of the mounting 
of the play, Mr. Blackball has spared 
neither trouble nor expense. And he 
is well repaid for it so far. Moira is 
attired in a pale, yellow silk, low-necked, 
sleeveless garment; over which a crim- 
son, gold-embroidered petticoat, of a 
texture somewhat like fine frieze, faUs 
to her ancles. She wears sandals upon 
her shapely feet, and her firm, round 
white arms are encircled by plain thick, 
gold rings, such as were commonly worn 
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by the ancient Irish chieftains. A flat, 
chased collar of gold, emblem of her 
sovereignty, is upon her neck, whilst her 
magnificent masses of waving auburn 
hair, which float over her shoulders, are 
confined with a golden circlet somewhat 
similar in design. An oddly-shaped ^ 
grass-green cloth cloak, with an em- 
broidered edge, is thrown 'carelessly 
around her, and fastened upon the 
shoulder with an enormous golden brooch- 
pin. Quick to learn, she has overcome 
even the unbecoming style of her dress ; 
she has wisely adapted her style to the 
dress, instead of trying to modernise, and 
thereby spoiling the costume. She has 
an adaptive, a receptive, but not a 
creative, mind. She is no genius, but 
she possesses the infinitely more paying 
and practical quality — namely, talent ; and 
is thus, with the help of judicious teach- 
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ing, able to utilise what genius produces. 
Of all this Dicky Carew and Mr. Black- 
ball are quite aware. The manager 
prefers it should be so; he has had a 
large experience of stage-struck geniuses, 
who, to use his own expression, " always 
had a bee buzzing somewhere about 
them," and is infinitely more pleased to 
find Moira beautiful, pliable, and quick- 
witted. 

But surely there is a touch of genius 
in the way in which she acts the closing 
scene. The girl's face looks perfectly 
sublime as the various emotions flit 
rapidly across it. There is a deep hush 
as she bows her queenly head, and, like 
a queen, asks the pardon of those she 
had tried to wrong. With eyes and hand 
upraised, she comes a few steps forward, 
and as she invokes a blessing upon them 
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the curtain falls, whilst the house resounds 
with rapturous applause. 

She is called before the curtain, and 
encouraging greetings fall upon her ex- 
cited ear. Half fainting from excitement, 
Stephen Ingram receives her in his arms 
at the side scenes. 

But the audience are not yet satisfied. 
There is a cry for the author, and to the 
utter bewilderment of Moira and Stephen 
Ingram, Mr. Blackball leads on Honor 
O'NeiU. 
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CHAPTER XIV- 



fieeI pire ! " 



A LiTTTE, frightened-looking, pale-faced, 
black-clothed figure she looks as she 
nervously bows to the audience, which 
remains for one moment speechless with 
astonishment at the insignificant-looking 
little creature. But as she makes her 
final bow, cheer upon cheer arises; she 
is again called for, and Mr. Blackball is 
again obliged to lead her before the 
curtain. 

'^ Honor ! The play written by Honor 1 
Impossible I " exclaims Moira, her eyes 
amazedly following her sister. 
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"It is quite possible, Miss Moira. 
Your sister has written the play," says 
a voice beside her, and looking round 
she sees the well-known countenance of 
Willy Swisher. 

Before Moira has time to reply. Honor 
stands beside her, and the sisters — ^too 
amazed to speak — embrace each other in 
silence. But there is yet another who has 
been a startled, horrified spectator of these 
proceedings; who stands in the shadow 
of one of the wings, her heart contracted 
with agony, her face convulsed, and her 
hands tightly clenched. She sees the 
glowing countenance of the two girls; 
the pleasure and gratification depicted 
respectively upon the faces of Dicky 
Carew, Willy Swisher, and Mr. Blackball; 
and she also notes the immistakable air 
of proprietorship assumed towards Moira 
by Stephen Ingram. She takes in the 
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whole scene in one moment, and then, 
nerving herseK for a great mental effort, 
she approaches the group, and laying her 
hand upon Stephen Ingram's arm, says 
steadily — 

"So I have found you at last, my 
husband ! " 

The scene is not in the programme, 
but it far surpasses anything that has 
been upon the stage this evening. All 
look vacantly from one to the other. 
Dicky Carew looks unfeignedly troubled. 
Mr. Blackball and Honor stare at Mrs. 
Bland as though they have an idea she 
is not quite right in her senses; Willy 
Swisher being the only one who looks 
calmly on. Moira becomes deadly pale, 
even through her rouge, and Stephen 
Ingram, his face distorted with rage, 
tries to shake off Isabel Bland's hand 
from his arm, and exclaims hoarsely — 
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. "It is a lie ! A lie ! This girl," and he 
puts his arm round Moira as he speaks, 
^4s my wife* I never," he continues, 
jspeaking unwarily in his terror and 
excitement, " saw you in my life before^" 

" Stephen Ingram, you lie ! " 

The speaker is Dicky Carew, who 
comes forward, his face glowing with 
honest iadignation. 

"Is this true, Stephen Ingram?" de- 
mands Moira, confrontiQg him, her whole 
proud, passionate soul flashing from her 
Jovely eyes. 

" It is aU a mistake," he replies, hur- 
riedly. "IwiU " 

"I must ask you to step into my room" 
interrupts the perturbed manager; "it 
is awkward holding this discussion here." 

" Come with me, Stephen Ingram," 
says Moira steadily, as she grasps his 
arm, " and you," she continues, indicat- 
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ing Mrs. Bland. "No one else must 
come,", she commands in a peremptory 
tone. 

Willy Swisher and Honor, in com- 
pliance with Mr. Blackball's request, 
retire from the side-scenes, and wait in 
the hall, whilst he disappears to some 
other part of the building. Meanwhile, 
Moira, still holding Stephen Ingram by 
the arm, has advanced along a short, 
narrow, dark passage, up a dark, narrow, 
winding flight of stairs, along another 
dimly-lighted, narrow passage, and, at 
length gains the manager's private room. 
As the three enter, Moira dehberately 
phuts the door, which closes with a spring, 
and, placing her back against it, says, 
addressing Mrs. Bland — 

" I demand an explanation of what you 
have just said. You say this man is your 
husband. Can you prove it ? " 
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"lean." 

"Then do SO.'' 

" I tell you it is all a lie ! " vehemently 
exclaims Stephen Ingram. " The woman 
never heard my name until to-night." 

"You are quite correct in saying so," 
returns Mrs. Bland steadily. "I never 
before heard of you as Stephen Ingram, 
but I know you well as George Arbuth- 
not, and under that name I was married 
to you." 

" Prove it ! " That is aU Moira says. 
She is outwardly very calm, but a well of 
outraged pride bums in her breast. 

"I will," replies Mrs. Bland, who is 
outwardly as calm as Moira. She takes a 
small parcel from her bosom, and, holding 
it in her tightly-clenched hand, says as 
follows — 

" Stephen Ingram, you know weU that 
what I am about to say to you is truth. 
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Do not interrupt me, nor do not attempt 
to deny what I say, for I tell yon I have 
proofs which you cannot disprove." 

"Go on; tell your story without any 
digression," exclaims Moira emphatically. 
The girl is sick with apprehension. 

' * I will. I have but a plain unvarnished 
tale to tell of treachery and misery, and 
here it is : — 

"Eight years ago I was a promising 
actress at one of the theatres, when I 
first met the man who stands there. He 
used to come behind the scenes and to 
talk to me, and — well ! it was the old, old 
story over again. I loved him. I was 
utterly alone in the world, and he was 
very kind to me. He told me his name 
was George Arbuthnot ; and I, having no 
reason to doubt him, and having in him 
the implicit faith of a woman in the man 
she loves, yielded to his persuasions, and 
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we were privately married. For five 
months or more we lived together, and I 
was as happy as it was possible for any 
human being to be. But one day he left 
me just as usual in the morning, and that 
evening I received a letter from him, say- 
ing that our marriage was not legal, and 
•that circumstances had arisen which 
rendered it impossible that he could any 
longer burden himself with me." 

She pauses, overcome by the vehe- 
mence of her feelings. No one speaks. 
A dead silence reigns around, and she 
continues : — 

" He left me penniless, and the shock 
made me ill. I tried, but in vain, to 
trace him, and when my child — my little 
May-^was bom, and the strong instinct 
of motherhood asserted itself, I made a 
vow that, for the sake of my child's 
nanle, I would seek out its father, and 
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compel him to acknowledge itr I was 
very poor — ^without food to eat, and one 
day chance threw me in the way of your 
good, kind father. He saw I was in 
distress, gradually drew from me my 
miserable story, and, God bless him for 
it, he, believed me ! That one ray of syjn- 
pathy kept me from becoming an utterly 
reckless, bad woman. You know how 
your father employed me as a model 
because of my pretty face ; how he 
treated me as a daughter ; but you do not 
know how he tried to find my husband 
for me. From the day he left me until 
this evening I have never looked upon 
that man's face but once, and that was 
upon one occasion when walking with 
yom' father ; we saw him in a cab in 
Oxford Street. There is my marriage 
certificate," she continues, opening the 
little paper parcel and handing it to 
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Moira, who takes it mechanically — " the 
marriage certificate of George Arbuthnot 
and Myra NeKgan. That was my name ; 
I changed it to Isabel Bland, that I 
might the more secretly and surely pro- 
secute my researches." 

"Is this true?" Moira demands of 
Stephen Ingram, who stands doggedly by 
the table, his eyes fixed upon the floor. 

*^Let the woman prove it," he says 
sullenly. "You can believe what you 
like. These actresses are always ready 
enough to trump up a story of marriage." 

" You Tcnow it is true ! You 'know you 
cannot deny it ! " exclaims Mrs. Bland, 
vehemently. " I will never lose sight of 
you again. I do not care for myself, but 
I care for the fair fame of my girl-child. 
I will compel you to acknowledge me as 
your wife, and our daughter as your own 
lawful chUd." 
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There is a deadly silence. Stephen 
Ingram keeps his eyes still fixed on the 
floor, whilst the woman he has so basely 
treated stands looking at him, an expres- 
sion of triumphant contempt upon her 
expressive face. Moira, stiU clothed in 
her mimic, rude, regal robes, the golden 
circlet upon her brow, stands, looking a 
veritable queen, the scorn flashing from 
her starry eyes. 

" Stephen Ingram,'' she says, and there 
is a ring of suppressed contempt and 
bitterness in her voice ; " you craven 1 
I have it in my power to ruin you. On 
one condition I promise not to expose 
your villainy towards me, and that is that 
you publicly acknowledge and support 
your lawful wife and child. Hark I what 
is that?" she exclaims, as a low 
smothered report, followed by a crash 
which shakes the room, and by a rum- 
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bling roar, is heard, whilst above all rise 
voices from some distant parts of the 
building, which shriek wildly in answer 
to her question — 
"Fire I Fire I" 
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CHAPTEE XV. 

" GO ! " 

For a moment they all stand paralyzed 
with horror, as the cry resounds in the 
distance. Again ttiere is a low rumbling 
noise, followed by another smothered 
report. Stephen Ingram's quick, prac- 
tised ear at once detects what is the 
matter, and he exclaims — 

"There is an explosion — something 
inflammable has taken fire ! We must 
get out of this as fast as we can." 

The two women are very much terri- 
fied, but they remain very quiet. Stephen 
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Ingram rattles the handle of the door, 
but fails to move the bolt. 

"I must force the door," he says, 
putting his shoulder to it. "It fastens 
with a spring, and I can't open it." 

But the ponderous old door refuses to 
be moved. Louder and louder becomes 
the dull roar outside, higher and higher 
rise the shrieks — ^there is a loud explosion, 
the gas suddenly goes out, and in the room 
they are in total darkness, save for the 
bright Hght which streams in beneath 
the door and through the chinks of the 
window-shutters, which are old-fashioned, 
and high up in the wall. It is a terrible 
moment. They shriek for help, but their 
cries are drowned by the increased roar- 
ing of the flames. At length Stephen 
Ingram succeeds in forcing the door, only 
to rush back into the room to escape 
being smothered by the dense clouds of 
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smoke which come rolling along the 
narrow corridor. 

" The windows ! the windows ! " sug- 
gests Moira in alarm. " Can we not get 
out that way? We shall be burnt alive 
if we do not do something." 

Stephen Ingram stands upon a table 
and tears open the window shutters. He 
has scarcely done so, when a tongue of 
flame protrudes down the narrow corridor, 
Kcldng the very door of the room where 
they axe imprisoned. 

Isabel Bland loses all control over 
herself, and shrieks wildly. Of the three 
Moira is the most composed. She put 
her arm around the terrified little woman, 
and says — 

"Be calm. Trust in God to dehver us; 
and if we should perish, we have each 
experienced that it is the least ill that 
could befall us now." 
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While she is speaking Stephen Ingram 
has been vainly trying to open the 
window, and at last succeeds, only to 
be baffled by a fresh difficulty. The 
"Hilarity," although a fashionable theatre, 
is only of modem architecture as far as 
the portion seen by the audience is con- 
*cemed. The dressing rooms, manager's 
room, and other offices, are in a large 
old-fashioned house connected with the 
actual theatre by . the corridor before 
mentioned. There are no modem weights 
and pulleys to the ponderous-framed 
window-sash which Stephen Ingram 
.succeeds in raising; and he cries out 
frantically — 

"One of you come here and hold up 
the v^dow until I get outside and see 
what I can do." 

Moira springs upon the table, puts her 
shoulder under the raised sash, and 
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Stephen Ingram looks out and hastily 
surveys the position. The window looks 
down upon a narrow lane which runs at 
the back of the theatre. From the 
window-sin to the ground beneath there 
is a sheer blank wall of from twenty-five 
to thirty feet in height, down which it 
would be simply impossible to descend, 
as there is no foothold whatever. The 
flames also are issuing from a window 
beneath, thus, even if the descent were 
practicable, at once cutting off that 
resource. There is no means of escape 
save a neighbouring sloping roof, which, 
by the exercise of some agility, it is just 
possible to reach. From beneath the 
window-sill to this lower roof there is a 
stout pipe, the chimney of a stove in Mr. 
Blackball's room, which pipe terminates 
in a chimney jutting from the lower roof 
before mentioned. A number of people 
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have collected in the narrow lane, but 
neither ladder nor fire-escape is there. 
The fire has broken ont in the very part 
of the building in which the three fated 
ones are, and all egress by corridor or 
stairs is cnt off. 

Stephen Ingram takes in the situation 
at a glance. Swinging himself out of 
the window, he walks carefully along the 
two feet of piping until he gains the 
chimney, around which he firmly winds 
his left arm, and exclaims— 

"Now, Moira, step on the pipe; take 
hold of my outstretched hand, and you 
will be safe. Come ! Come ! " 

She is holding up the window, which 
must fall if she dares to let it go. Isabel 
Bland is standing on the table beside 
her, her terror-stricken face fuUy revealed 
by the light of the flames from the 
window beneath. Stretching forth her 
hands she shrieks wildly — 
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** Stephen Ingrain, for the love of God 
do not leave me here to perish! Save 
me I Save me ! Think of our child ! 
You left her fatherless ; at least save her 
mother for her ! " 

*' Moira!" he exclaims, unheeding the 
cries of the other, "there is no time to 
he lost — the room heneath is in flames ! 
Come quickly ! I shall have time only to 
save one." 

"My child! my child!" rings ahove 
the noise of the multitude and the roar- 
ing of the flames. " Stephen Ingram, 
save me! I am the mother of your 
chHd!" 

"Go !" 

The voice is Moira's. It is very steady, 
and she holds forth her hand to the 
terrified woman. 

"Go I I will help you. Take my hand 
to steady you imtil you take his. You 
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are right; you have the better claiiii; 
you are his wife and the mother of his 
chnd." 

Isabel Bland is saved. Saved by her 
husband, who wildly cries to Moira ta 
try and reach his hand. She makes an 
effort, but the awkward window falls with 
a crash upon her right hand, and Moira 
Ingram is shut into the room and knows 
she must await her doom. She sees the 
flames • actually roll down the corridor 
and just lick the half-open doorway, 
through which the dense smojke is now 
pouring and suffocating her. The flames 
come in under the door and ignite a piece- 
of paper lying on the floor. Although 
half-paralyzed with the pain of her 
hand, and half-suffocated by the smoke, 
yet she is collected enough to recoUect 
that the piece of paper is nothing more 
nor less than Myra Nehgan's marriage 
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certificate. Quick as thought the seizes 
it> and wrapping it in the frieze petticoat 
she wears, extinguishes the blaze. A 
thousand thoughts instantaneously flash 
through her mind. Hotter and hotter; 
nearer and nearer come the flames, and 
Moira O'Neill goes to her death, with a 
prayer upon her lips for the man who 
would have so foully wronged her. 

Call her not weak-spirited. She for- 
gives much, because, in the hour of her 
doom, it is revealed to her that she loves 
much. 

Fiercer and fiercer rage the hungry 
flames. The old house is completely 
gutted; and as the floor upon which 
Moira O'Neill lies prone, and — in God's 
mercy — senseless, falls with a crash ; the 
world knows her no more. 

" No trace. '* Such is the report of the 
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searchers next day. The smouldering 
ruins are carefully turned over in the 
presence of Honor, Willy Swisher, and 
Mr. Blackball. Stephen Ingram lies in 
an hospital from injuries received from 
a burning beam falling across his face. 
Through the long hours of that miserable 
Sunday they seek for the mortal remains 
of Moira O'Neill, painfully anxious to 
find, yet dreading what they may see. 
A last ray of the wintry afternoon sun 
falls mockingly athwart the scene of 
•desolation, and as it does so, it glints 
upon something shining which lies in a 
little hollow formed by fallen beams just 
at Honor's feet. She stoops to pick it 
up, but finds it is fastened to something. 
Mr. Blackball looks at it, and recognizes 
it to be the golden collar worn by Moira 
as Grace O'Malley. 

Quickly the beams and fallen rubbish 
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are cleared away ; tenderly and reverently 
loving hands raise the prostrate form, 
upon which, by some strange accident, 
scarcely even the smell of fire has passed. 
The beautiful face is calm and peaceful, 
and as she lies there, the emblem of her 
mimic sovereignty yet encircling her 
brow, Moira looks, even in death — a 
queen of her race. 

They smooth down the folds of the 
thick frieze dress, so marvellously pre- 
served. As they do so, a paper is 
revealed, and Mr. Blackball opens it and 
reads Myra NeHgan's marriage certificate. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

THE WAY WOMEN LOVE. 

The time of singing-birds has come again. 
The destruction of the ** Hilarity," and 
the tragical end of the beautiful and 
promising young actress, are forgotten. 
They formed talk for the orthodox nine 
days, and for not an hour longer. The 
world is too much taken up with its own 
affairs to have time to think of the dead. 
" Bury my dead out of my sight," is ever 
the cry. The place knows them no more ; 
the gap is soon filled up. The dead one 
has dropped into the great ocean of 
oblivion, whose waters have closed over 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE WAY WOMEN LOVE. 195 

h ~ 

her head, the world has nothing more to 
do with her, feave that her death has been 
used as an advertisement for the play 
when it is speedily produced at another 
theatre. Yes; we are very much in want 
of sensation nowadays, and the accident 
was deftly and commercially utilized by 
an enterprising manager. 

Myra Neligan has been offered an 
enormous salary to continue playiQg her 
original character of Isola Betagh. But 
no; the strain would be too great. She 
has told Honor how the whole affair 
occurred. She even has not attempted 
to conceal the fact that she prayed to be 
saved first. " For my child's sake I For 
my child's sake ! " she moans, whilst the 
bitter scalding tears roll down her cheeks. 

And Honor? She takes the poor 
lonely little woman and her child back 
to Weirford with her. The countess, 
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who has forgotten all Moira's shortcom- 
ings, can scarcely he persdaded to give 
her common civility; hut Honor — ^un- 
demonstrative, determined Honor — ^has 
said that she shall he unto her as a sister, 
so the old lady is ohliged to give in with 
as good a grace as she can. 

No one knew it ; hut the clever, tren- 
chant articles from the pen of Honor 
O'Neill had heen the chief attraction of 
the Weirford Watchman for many a day. 
In fear and tremhling she had shown her 
play to Willy Swisher, her only con- 
fidant, and, acting upon his advice, she 
had sent it to Mr. Blackhall. Willy 
Swisher had forgotten aU ahout the title 
of it, so that announcements which he 
saw in the London papers made no 
impression upon him. But one day, 
Honor, when in the editor's sanctum, 
glanced over the London papers, and 
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read with surprised delight the aniioitnce- 
ment that " Grace O'Malley, a powerful 
Irish drama," would be produced at the 
** Hilarity," the very next evening. 

There was no time to he lost. Hastily 
explaining the circumstances to the be- 
wildered countess, Willy Swisher accom- 
panied Honor to London to explain all 
matters, and to see that justice was 
accorded her. 

They drove straight from the railway 
station to the theatre, and there Honor, 
as one in a dream, saw her beautiful 
sister give a soul to the creations of her 
brain. 

" Honor, I almost feel it selfish of me 
to wish to keep you to the promise you 
made before you became famous." 

The speaker is George Musgrave, who 
stands with Honor in the little shabby 
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sitting-room, where the radiant face of 
Moira beams forth from the picture, 
making a glory in the dtiU room. For 
reply she puts her hand in his. 

"I have been trying to muster up 
courage to say this to you. Honor," says 
the poor fellow, scarcely daring to clasp 
the hand he holds in his, " but Swisher — 
who, of course, has no idea that you 
engaged yourself to me — ^was speaking of 
you the other day, and he says that 
* Grace O'Malley'is such a success that 
you have made your mark in literature, 
and of course will now devote yourself 
to it." 

" George I " as Honor speaks she 
clasps his hand yet more tightly, " have 
I not the reputation of being cold, reti- 
cent, and determined ?" 

^^ I have heard people say so," he says. 

" Well, I determined to marry you for 
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love, and now I'm going to marry you 
for money. George *' — and few wonld 
have believed tliat nndemonstrative 
Honor O'Neill's little pale face conld 
become so transfigured with intense af- 
fection — " all the money I have is yours. 
Your love awakened the woman's soul 
within me, so that the success of the 
play belongs to you." 

He cannot speak from his intense 
emotion. It seems almost too much for 
hiTTi to believe — ^to realize that his barren 
life may be made bright by the woman he 
has loved best and respected most, above 
all women in the world. 

" I told you I loved you," she says, in 
a low voice, " and I would not htfVe said 
so did I not mean it. You loved me for 
myself, I loved you for yourself. Since 
the day upon which we mutually acknow- 
ledged our love I looked upon myself as 
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your wife. I took you then for better for 
worse, for richer for poorer, and, George " 
— she looks up at him — " am I right in 
thinking you took me in the same 
spirit ? '* 

George Musgrave folds her in his arms, 
and murmurs brokenly — 

" Thank God for my wife ! " 

Isabel Bland — we will yet call her by 
the name we know her best by — ^has of 
late made several mysterious excursions 
to Dubhn. On the day the events just 
recorded occur, she stands, pale and worn- 
looking, in the study of a well-known 
oculist. 

** Doctor, is the case absolutely hope- 
less ? " 

"I regret to say it is so,'' he replies 
gravely. "The injuries Mr. Ingram re- 
ceived have utterly destroyed his sight." 
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" Thank you, doctor," and Isabel Bland 
leaves the room, and walking mechani- 
cally through the unfamiliar streets she 
presents herseK at the door of a lodging- 
house in Gloucester Street, and inquires 
for Mr. Ingram. 

** What name, ma'am ? " 

** Never mind announcing me. Just 
show me which is Mr. Ingram's room." 

The door is ajar, so Isabel noiselessly 
pushes it open and surveys the scene. 
Seated alone in an arm-chair is Stephen 
Ingram, both neglected and dejected- 
looking. His hands fall listlessly upon 
the arms of the chair, and the green 
shade which is over his poor sightless 
eyes makes his haggard face look even 
more worn than it actually is. The 
woman stands and looks at him, whilst 
the tears rain down her pale cheeks. 
Controlling herself by a violent effort, 
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she approaches, and, taking one of his 
hands in hers, she says — 

^* Stephen, I have come back to you.'* 

He starts to his feet, and hastily with- 
draws his hand. 

** What ? — ^who is it ? — ^what are you 
saying ? " comes from his lips iu disjoiuted 
sentences* 

**It is I, your wife, Myra- I have 
come to ask you to let me take care of 
you." 

The man stands for a moment speech- 
less. His face works with the violence of 
his emotions as he gasps forth — 

^*Myra! Myral I am not worth your 
care. Leave me. I am sorely punished, 
but my punishment is not greater than I 
deserve." 

" Stephen," her voice has a tender ring 
in it, "we have both suffered bitterly. 
Apart, we must be lonely and miserable. 
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I am willing to bury the past, if yon are 
willing to commence a new life with me. 
Life is too short to quarrel in. Let us try 
and make each other happy. My husband, 
no one has a right to care for you but 
me." 

Li silence he stretches forth his hands 
to her, and Myra Ingram, placing her 
arms around his neck, kisses the sightless 
eyes, and murmurs — 

"I will try and be eyes to you, 
Stephen. I tried to hate you 1 I tried 
to make revenge the strongest feeling in 
my nature; but, my love, I could not 
forget the love of my youth, the father of 
my child. My pride could not quench 
my love, although I tried hard to steel 
myself against you. Stephen, it is I 
must woo you now. Will you take back 
your wife ? " 

**I am not worth your having," he 



Digitized by 



Google 



204 THE WAY WOMEN LOVE. 

replies, in a tone which is shaken by the 
strongest and purest emotion ever Stephen 
Ingram has known. 

"Let me be the judge of that. 
Stephen, from henceforth we begin a 
new and a better life." 

Verily they fulfil the words of the wise 
man — 

" Many waters cannot quench love." 

Willy Swisher smokes a meditative 
pipe as he walks away from Thimble 
Hall upon this sweet May night. The 
eccentric editor has heard from the coun- 
tess the news of Honor's engagement to 
Dr. Musgrave. He has congratulated 
her upon it; he has also that day con- 
gratulated Harry Gamett, who is about to 
be married to the daughter of a neigh- 
bouring grazier. There is a great hunger 
in the good man's heart as he reaches 
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home, and sits by his lonely, cheerless 
heaxth. Yes, ever to be thus lonely — 
never to be brightened by 

'* Tliose darling divinities, 
Loye- worshipped ckildren and wife.*' 

Honor O'Neill is the one woman in the 
world who conld brighten that hearth, 
and now she is lost to him. 

" God bless her ! " he says, reverently, 
as he gazes at a little photograph of her 
which he takes from his pocket. "I 
think I love her even better for being so 
true to her own heart. She is a queen 
among women. God bless her 1 " 

Yes. Of a truth, a true woman — ^true 
to herself, and worthy to be crowned a 
queen of her race. 

THE END. 
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